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*mr kth e hmStf eirok what has 

_learnt. Wkn we do not, oumlvna, 

practra ptoect dfocretion, how can we expect 
it toothere; and when we once set the secret of 
oor friend afloat* bow do we know where it will 
stop, or what shape May not be siren to it? Po¬ 
lite fcflew trardlen giro as Httle trouble and as 
maeh tssktanoe to their companions as they 
can. Ladies are to hare erery advantage and 
accommodation; bet on their part, “they oogbt 
not to require too maeh, nor pot the comphus* 
2 oce of gentlemen to a severe teat” The £i* 
«rfad Lotto of Miss Leslie is an admoniton? and 
auras, mesh exaggerated picture* In ge¬ 
neral, the female character, in our country, is 
DOtitill prone to the exertion of civility, or in¬ 
ordinate demands; but rather to make sacrifices 
or show passiveoees. The sense of gallantry, 
that in, polite devotion to the sex, is common and 
active with all classes of Americans. Females 
have greater security in all public conveyances 
-’-'"’ges, in these United 


9totea,thaa in any other country whatever. 
They caa protect, if they will respect,themselves, 
it unmet every instance. 


_^_j on die rules ap- 

(fable to Entertainments, Promenades, Par- 
tie! and Amusements. We have known very 
tftinable and modish folks, who needed, at 
timet,mementos such sis the ensuing— u When 
we intend giving an entertainment, we begio by 
fading sach gnests as will enjoy themselves 
tSKjher, or at least, tolerate one another.”— 
“when we receive a written invitation, we must 
newer immediately whether we accept or not, 
altboq^ silence may be considered equivalent 
loan acceptance.” “Having once accepted, 
vi carat tweak our engagement unlese for tur¬ 
f'd ( nm 11 *Am invitation specifies the hour 
w meeting, and you should arrive at that hour 
w very tittle later.” “We should avoid putting 
ted one another, Iwopereons of the same pro- 
hfao, for that results in aside conversation, 
wfcich always interferes with general conversa- 
fimsnd general conviviality so much to be de- 
fad at table.’* “Remove near relations and 
jjfas as tor from one another as possible.” — 
*thmta are never to be xtrged to eat, though a 
mk of particular govt or which they are known 
^prefer maybe pointed out to them.” “Sing- 
JHftt table after dinner is never practised in 
toms of people of fashion.” Madame states 
totesch guest should pay a visit to the hosts 
tomg the week winch follows a grand enter- 
tonms n t* This attention is called visile de di- 
<*&** “When any of your acquaintance is ill, 
JJJtowld regularly send a domestic to inquire 
w their health, every day or eveiy other day, 
***ffdmg to the severity of the illness.” We 
jo wt quote any of the Jos or White Lies which 
to Parisian mooitress recommeods; because 
5 mink they are tor from being essential to 
and we recollect lhat Mrs Opie has 
*nttena book against them, which might tt 
« W*cd to uerBoak-Wfesi# 


WttLoct-When I wfced Mr*. Inohh^d why d*s 
®«ried again, her answer was.—'“That for 
^ ”oq ^ttieadaha> was too familiar, and love too pro- 
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From the Saaudir Evening Post 
FROM THE HEART. 

I mood on pleasure 's dizzy beam, 

Ftee from care, from pain or sorrow, 

Nor thought its height an idle dream, 

To bemsh with the morrow. 

I said to care, begone, thy pace 
Suits not a heart of glee; 

Grave melancholy, keep thy face. 

For sadder some than me. 

The world’s a garden fair and wild, 

Where fiowrets sweetly bloom, 

Variety’s a sporting child. 

Who laughs at care, and gloom. 


Then let me gather ev'ry flower, 
Umnii’d with thorns or ill,— 
I’ll bask upon the morning hour, 
Of youth, and beauty sail 


But ah! tho' wand of tote diapeb 

The fairest tints of joys 
Her iron grasp, and frown foretells, 

My brightest hope destroys. 


That ray of Hope, ao gay, and bright 

That danced on pleasures' beam. 

Now set in clouds of eod.ess night 
Nor left one patting gleam. 

ERNESTINE. 


THE MARRIAGE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

To begin at the beginning s—'When the Marquis ef 
Downshue, about fifty years ago, was about to preoeed 
on his travels, he begged some letters of introduction, 
amongst others, from the Rev. Hr, Butd Thin |#«? n 

tlenrnn communicated to this lordship one letter, re.. 

commending him to the favourable notice of almost 

his only continental acquaintance, Monsieur t Terpen. 

tier ot Paris, an individual who held the lucrative 
office of provider of post-horses to the royal family of 
France. The unhappy resuh of this new association 
was the elopement ot Madam Carpentier, a very beau- 
tiful woman, in company with his iordriup. Ify only 
step taken by the husband in this case, was to transmit 
his two children, a boy and a giri, to his frail wife, 
with a desire, signified or implied, that she would un¬ 
dertake the duty of bringing mem up. The children, 
accordingly, lived for some years with their mother 
under the general protection of Lord Dowmdiire, until 
at length the tody died, and the young nobleman found 
L= burdened with a responsibility which he pro¬ 
bably had not calculated upon at the time of his quit¬ 
ting Paris. However, be placed the giri at a Fttach 
convent for her education, and soon alter, by an ex¬ 
ertion of patronage, had tnc boy sent out on a lucra¬ 
tive appointment, his name having been previously 
changed, on his naturalization as a British subject, to 
Carpentier. It was a stipulation before the young man 
received his appointment, that *2001. of to annual 
salary should toll regularly eveiy year to his sister, of 
whose support Lord Downahune was thus cleared, 
though h continued to consider himself as her guar¬ 
dian. Miaa Carpentier m time returned to London, 
and was placed under the charge of a g o verness nam¬ 
ed Miss Nicholson, who, however, could not prevent 
to forming an attachment to a youthful admirer, 
whose ad dren e oa were not agreeable to the Marquis. 
His kmfefadp having learned that a change of scene 
WM&eee«arT| wrote hastily to Mr. Bold, requesting 
to to to tor a cottage in his own neighbour¬ 
hood among the Cumberland lake* fit for the recep¬ 
tion of ; two voting todies, who could spend two bun- - 
died appear. Mr. Surd having made the desired 
marine* wrote to inform to lontohip that there 







#•' HAKBUOE OF Sill WALTER 

was such a place near his own home, bat that it woold 
require a certain tbte to pot it into repair* He heard 
no more of the matter, till, a few days after, as 
he and Mrs. Bard were on the point of setting out 
for Gilsland Wells, on account of the ill health of 
the latter individual, they were surprised by the ar¬ 
rival of two young Indies at their door in a post chaise, 
being the persons alluded to by the Marquis. 1 His 
lordship had found it convenient to send them off to 
the care of Mr. Buid. even at the hazard of the (rouse 
not being ready for their reception. This was at the 
end of the month of August, ot beginning ot Septem¬ 
ber, 1797. The dilemma occasioned by the unexpect¬ 
ed arrival of the young ladies, was of a very distressing 
kind, and Mrs. Bund was afraid that it would, for one 
thins, put A stop to her intended expedition ro . Gils- 
land. Her huMnd, however, finally determined that 
their journey thither should stHi hold good, and that; 
fo place his guests above inconvenience, they should 
join the party proceeding to the Sot. 

Having duly .arrived at Gilsland, which is situate 
near the borders of Scotland, they took up their resi¬ 
dence at the inn, where according to the custom of 
such places, they were placed, as the latest guests, at 
the bottom of the'table. It chanced that a young 
Scotch gentleman had arrived the same afternoon, 
though only as a passing traveller, and he, being also 
idaced at the bottom of the table, came into dose con¬ 
tact with the party of Mr. Hurt, 

.Enough ot conversation took place during dinner 
to let the latter indvidxuds Understand that the gentle- 
mto was* Scotchman, and this in itself was the cause 
of the acquaintance boing protracted. Mrs. Burd was 
intimate with a Scotch military gentleman, a Major 
ItiddoU, whose regiment was then in Scotland; and as 
there bad been & collision bptweca die military and 
the people it Tranent, on the militia act,* she was 
iai.:!iLx:k;iMa ici know if her friend bad been among those 
I or if he had received say hurt. After dinner, 

therefore, as they were rising from table, Mrs. Burd re- 
quested her husband to ask the Scotch gentleman if 
lie knew any thing of the late riots, and particularly if 
a Mayor Riddell had been concerned in suppressing 
thipm. On these Questions being put. it was found 
that the‘stra ger knew Mqor Riddell, and he wa3 
able to iis^u'e them, in rery courteous terms, that his 
friend was quite well. From a desire to prolong the 
conversation on this point, the Boids invited thetr in- 
fohnajit t*> driuk tea with them in their own room, to 
which he ve y readily consented, notwithstanding that 
I«ji! had previously ordered his horse to be brought to 
t lie door in order to proceed upon his journey. At ten 
tlteir common acquaintance with Major Riddell fur- 
niched much pleasant conversation, and the parties 
became so agreeable to each oth-r, that in a subse¬ 
quent walk to the wells the stranger still accompanied 
Mr. Burd's party. He had now ordered his horse 
liaCk to the stable, and talked no more of continuing 
his journey. It may easily bo imagined that a desire 
of discussing the mqjor was now the minor ‘bond ol 
union between the parties. Mr. Soott—for so ho 
gave his name, had been impressed during the earlier 
part of the evening with the elegant and fascinating ap¬ 
pearance ofMiasCarpentier, and it was onhier account 
that he was lingering at GtUand. Of this young lady 
it will be observed, he could previously have known 
nothing; she was hardly known even to the respectable 
persons under whose protection she appeared to be 
living. She was simply a lovely woman, and a young 
poH wa* struck with nor charms. 

Next day Mr. Scott was still found at the Wells— 
and the next—in short, every day for a fortnight. He 
was as much in the company of Mr. Burd ana his fe- 

*Tbe Tranent Rioti took place 88th August, :~_ 


SC0TT—THE STOLEN KISS. f 

mfly as the equivocal foundation of their acqnamtwce 
would allow, and by affecting an intention of speedily 
visiting the lakes, be even contrived to obtain an in¬ 
vitation to tbe dean's country house m that panel 
England. In tho eourae of the fortnight the imfxet- 
man made upon his heart by the young Frenchwomm 
was psiuafiy deepened, and it was not improbable, 
notwithstanding the gkhah love affair in which Mia 
Carpentier had been recently engaged, that tbe effect 
was in some degree reciprocal. He only tore hhnsrif 
away, in consequence of a call to attend, certain im¬ 
perative matters of business at Edinburgh. 

It was not long ere be made his appearance at Mr. 
Burd's house, where, though the dean had only con¬ 
templated a passing visit, as from a tourist, he oontriv- 
ed to enjoy another fortnight of Miss Carperttier's soci¬ 
ety. In order to give a more plausible appearance to 
his intercourse with the young lady, She was perpetuafiy 
talk tog to herinFrendh, for the ostensible purpoae ol 
perfecting his pronunciation of lharlanguage under tbe 
met ructions of one 'to -whom it was vernacular.— 
Though delighted with the lively conversation of*fre 
young Scotchman, Mr. and Mrs. Bind conM not bop 
feeling uneasy about his proceedings, being afjniMk 
rive as to (he construction Lord IXwnshiia aronM pat 
qpon them, as well as upon their own conduct in ad- 
nutting a person of whom they knew so little ro the 
acquaintance of bis ward. M iss Nicholson*® sentiments 
were if possible of a still more painful kind, as, indeed, 
her responsibility was naore onerous and delicate. Indus 
dilemma,’-it was resolved by Mrs. Burd to write to a 
friend in Edinburg, in order to learn something of the 
character and status of their guest. The answer re¬ 
turned was to the effect, that Sir. Scott was a respec¬ 
table young man, rising at the bar. It chanced at tbe 
same time that one of Mr. Scott's fe 
did nor, however, entertain this respectful notion of 
him, hearing of some love adventure m which he M 
been entangled at Giskrnd, wren n 

Burd, with whom she was acquainted, iiuniiring if she 
bad beatdofauch a thing, and “what kind ofa'youae 
Indy was it, who was going to take Watty fscottr* 
The poet soon after found mean* to conciliate Lend 
Downshire to his views in reference to Mias Carpeo- 
tier, and the marriage took place at Carlisle within war 
miles of the locale of first acquaintance of the parties. 

The match made up under such extraordinay cir 
cumataneea, was a happy one; and a kind and gentle 
nature resided in the bosoms of both parties, and they 
lived accordingly in the utmost peace anil harmony. 
The bounteous but unostentatious beneficence of tmf 
Scott will long be remembered in tbe rural circle where 
she resided, and though her foreign education gave a 
tinge of oddity to her manners, she formed an excel¬ 
lent mistress to the household of her illustrious hus¬ 
band, and an equally excellent mother to her diiklran. 
One of the last acts of Sir Walter Scott, before the 
illness which carried her to the tomb, was to 
discharge an attached and valued servant who had for¬ 
got himself one day so far as to apeak disrespectfully 
of his mistress. He lamented the necessity of parting 
wjth such a servant, and one who hod been so long 
with him; but he could not overlook an insult to ope 
whom he held so dear. 


THE STOLE* ttSSS. 

If when from tbeetl steal a kiss 
With frowns thy brow assail me. 
And thou doet^ehide mo for the bliss 
My lips have stolen from thee* 

If thus ’mong/rtran# I taste of Wise, 
How happy will that time be 
When thou,repc^ytng kiss for kiss, 
Hast ceas'd former to chide me! 





t 


fkuL AwacnoH or not Moots.—A Portogasss 
s ujg e os wss oob day accosted by ayotmgMoor,from 
the country, who addressing him by the usual iplfc 
don of foreign doctors in that place, requested him to 
(free him some drouses to fcH hiefether-and as an in. 
OdocBent, promised to pay him weiL Tbs suijgoon 
was a bus surprised at first, as might be expected, 
and mspaafale to answer itnmedu but quickly 
recovering hinranKj (for he knew the habits of the peo¬ 
ple weflj replied with sang froid equal to the Moor's, 
u Ikon yen don’t live comfortably with your fotber. 
IndMef 1 “Oh, nothing can be better," returned 
the Moor; “he has made so much money: bos mar. 
rifd me well, and endowed me with aft nis posats- 
*oa»; but he cannot work any longer, he » so old, 
ind seems unwdlibg to die." The doctor, of course 
appreciated the amiable philosophy of the Moor's mu 
Miiag, and promised to give him what he desired. He 
msMM g fr prepared a cordial potion, more calculat¬ 
ed to restore energy to the okf man, than to take it 
twij. The Moor paid him well and departed. About 
ejfoday* after he came again to say that his hither 
till not dead. “Not dead!* exclaimed the apothe- 
m to well feigned surprise: “he will die." He com. 

another draught, for which he re- 
afceigB equal renumeration, and assured the Moor 
ill it would not foil in its ©fleets. In fifteen days, 
tamer, the Moor came again, complaining that nis 
firfiTftpred better than ever, “Don't oc discouraged," 
aid tie doctor, who doubtless found these periodical 
mm fay no means unprofitable; “give him another 
potion, sad I will exert all my skill in its preparation." 

took it, hut returned no more. One day, 
dfemigson met fora young acquaintance in the street. 
■■I inquired the soocess of the remedy. “ It was of 
no mss,” he replied raoumfolly; “ my fother is in ex. 
eHleat health. God has prwerired him from all our 
Arts; there in no doubt that he is a Marabout"—(a 


MISCKIXIKEOITS. ai 

goH watch, are new thought of except when they 
require their wages, or are in some want or disorder 
of*§me kind or other. 


’ Ike Gold Wauob.—I Imve now in my hand a gold 
**leh, wibicti combines embellishment and utility in 
fofPf proportions, and is usually considered a' very 
to a gentleman. Its hands, face, 

1 ase, are of chased and burnished gold. 

In gold seals sparkle with the ruby, the topaz, the 
sapphire, the emerald. I open it, aid find that the 
»«ka, without which this elegantly dressed chase 
winl lie* mere shell—these hands motionless— and 
jtae figures without meaning,"are made of brass. I 
awsfi gne further, and ask, what is the spring, by 
wfctd ill these works are put in motion, made ot ? I 
■a told that it is made of steel. 1 ask, what is steel? 
The reply is, that it is iron, which has undergone a 
certiin process. So then I find that the main spring, 
Jtttatt which the watch would be motionless, and its 
figures, and embellishments but toys, is not of 
ffre, that would not do—but of iron. Iron is, there, 
rone, the only precious metal; and this gold watch is 
emblem of society. Its hands and figures 
each tell the hour, resemble the master spirits of the 
JJMi whose movements every eye is occasionally 
foteted. Its useless but spark!iog seals, sapphires, 
w», topazes and embellishments, the aristocracy. 
Its works of brass the middle classes, by the increas¬ 
ing intelligence and power of which toe master spirits 
« the age are moved; and its iron main spring, shut 
Jo a box,hot never thought o£except when it is 
Jowered, broke, or wants winding op, symbolic* 
■ewn ous classes, which are ignorantly and super, 
wfiy miscalled the lower classes, which, tike the 
are wound up by the payment of wagga; 
*taKh ernes are shut up in obscurity, and though 
coo ** n riy at work, and absolutely necessary to the 
"torments of society as the iron main spring is to the 


The Tkvpu Mmiroia—When Pythagoras, the 
philosopher of 8amos, abode in Hgypt, to draw wis¬ 
dom out of ancient holy mountains, the priests con. 
dueled him into the temple of Memphis. Quietly and 
immense the stately edifice stood mere, like a moun¬ 
tain in the twilight of morning. 

How is it possible that humaa hands have raised 
this mass of rocks ? exclaimed she Greek, foil of as¬ 
tonishment. 

United strength, answered the priest, can accom¬ 
plish any thing, if genius directs K. 

Now they opened the high gates of the temple, hke 
the gates of the spiritual kingdom. They walked in 
and stood in sdence between the lofty pilaw, and a 
low sound went through the immense halls, fike the 
voice of a spirit. 

And terror seised the young philosopher of Samos, 
so that he trembled, and he leaned against the stone 

wall and wept: 

Tirana priest approached him and said. Why do you 

weepw 

But Pythagoras was silent. After a while he repli¬ 
ed, Oh leave me! Do I not feel myselfin the presence 

of the Being whose name I dare not Speak! 

And the priest said, may it be well with you, my 
arm, in your banality! It will lead you to the dhnnky 
for whom this sanctuary was built. Coroe,, may the 
lofty appearance of the edifice lead you back recon¬ 
ciled to mankind. 

Remember, that this temple wm in the human 
breast before it arose out ot the rocks. Dry your 
tears, and depart in joy! 

Striking andtiot stout.— Two young German 
noblemen haviug finished their Col 
solved on makii.g together an excuision of pleasure in 
the Hartz mountains. Having been occupied one day 
in a wild part of that wild district in gatheriog speci¬ 
mens of minerals, they were overtaken by a storm and 
benig ted. Having lost their way they wandered 
about for some hours, when, wet and cold, they came 
to the rains of an old castle, where they entered to try 
and find shelter for the night In a tow-vaulted room 
they were surprised and alarmed to find the embcni of 
a fire still burning. Keating robbers, they agit* d that 
one should waten while the other step*; and, loading 
a pistol, which they happened to have with then*, 
they heaped wood upon the tire, and one of them, 
wrapping himself in nis cloak, lay down to take his 
turn of sleep. His companion, placing the pistol be- 
side him, was passing the time in tracing resemblances 
of faces in the embers of the fire; when all at once, a 
secret door seemed to open in the wall opposite to Mm, 
disclosing several armed men sitting round a tabic. 
One of these advancing, ordered him to follow him, 
saying that resistance was in vain. The yoting man, 
storting op, seised and fired the pistol: the man foil, 
when horrid to relate, he found that he had awoke 
from a dream, and shot his friend through the heart.— 
« % 

Some stupkl people suppose that imagination and 

lilosophy are mconpuible. Blockheads! Was not 
the greatest oQBntoeophers, one of the most 
imaginative of men ? ‘Tnere is more true philosophy in 
ttw writings ot ShakBpeare, Milton, and Scott, man in 
those of aB the metajjhysicans that ever existed. 

Never praise or talk of .your child ren to other p ^o - 
pi®; for, depend upon it*no person except youtaeU 
cares a single fotfiuqg abqugfent 
































T« ri! not tHink thee bid the gm 
Twt sparkles in thy zone, 

Uy ra m sn t for ttf rich-chased hem 
TWgnlikc thee, fair,alone! 

tw bat souls of earthly away, 

And hearts of meanest mould. 

As with the worthiest stone, whose ray 
Is made or marred* with foU. 


3 

There’s not a coinless son of Song 
Hut what would spurn the lyre 
Hisfmid finder sweeps along, 

^ If gilded were the wire! 

There’s not n drop that warms my breast. 
But what turns proudly cold, 

As ithrinkinv from the thought noblest,— 
To wee* or wed for gold. 
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WIT AMD SENTIMENT. 


A person wbs knew a scrap of French, and was ex- 
oessively vainefhie accomplishment,accostedagen- 
tlexnan m the street, with Quelle heoreest il? i. e. What 
is it •‘clodk’f Che gentleman replied in Latin Nescio, 
i. e. I know not God bless me, said the other, I did not 
known waasolate, and ran offas if on some very im- 
tiortsot business. 

A Toast— During the Administration of the elder 
Adorns the Mowing was given by s gentleman more 
noted for inocaace than for information: 44 Our 
President Mr Adams ; May the mantU-piece of 
George 'Washington foil upon his head. He meant 
Manus. 

IsTfig Moo«Ii*VABrnu>?—Telescopes must yet be 
greatly i m pro v ed before we can expect to see signs of 
inhabitants, as manifested by edifices or by changes 
-on the suriaoewf flte soil It should, however, be oh- 
served, that owing to the small density of the materials 

the moon, sad (he comparatively feeble gravitation 
of bodice on her surface, muscular force would there 
go nixrimesas far im overcoming the weight of mate- 
rishwa on the earth. Owing to the want of air, bow. 
«vec, it eeeais impassible that any form of Kfe analo¬ 
gous re those on earth can subset there. No appear- 
ancc inchoating vegetation, or tbe slightest variation 
of mrface*which can only be ascribed to change sea- 
«on,oan any whwx he discerned .—Sb J. Hcrschelnn 
Jhtmrwmy. 

Toting girls, of Film fourteen to seventeen, are fond 
of aping the woman in their dress, and are partial to 
long shawls, which-give the young things a matronly 
-abearance. When they become women in reality, 
ih^y arc rather-too apt to go upon the opposite tack, 
•ltd *o assume the dress aoa sire of the girL 

Among other notions of Frederick WUliam^he be¬ 
lieved tin* be psas es s od a taste for painting. During 
bisfits ofdhe gout, he used to amuse himself in prac- 
tiwitg this-art. One of his own Grenadiers was usual- 
Jy the model frsre which he copied, and when the por¬ 
trait was more or less coloured than tbe original, he 
had lie sddseps face painted so at to resemble tie 
picture! He used to exhibit his paintings to his cour¬ 
tiers, who of course praised them. “Well,” said he 
one dny, to an attendant who was admiring one of his 
picture*,'“how much do you think that picture would 
bring at adfeT* “Sire, it would'be cheap at a hundred 
cl neats.*” '“Too shall have it for fifty.” said the King, 
“because you are a good judge, and I am therefore 
anxiousTtodo you a favor.” Tne courtier was obliged 
10 become the possessor of the miserable daub, and pay 
the fifty ducats. 

Mr. Thomas Hull the actor, was the original prqjec. 
lor of the Theatrical fund for tbe benefit of decayed 
oerformcra. A whimsical anecdote is told of him.— 
During the fanatical riots of 1780 in London, the mob 
attacked his bouse; in order to appease them, he sent 
tliem out a barrel of table beer untapped—which they 
did not like, and exhibited such resentment by pelting 
his house with stones. It sppears Hull had always 
valued himself upon making the beat apologies to the 
to excuse awv aeddont during an evening's 
performance at the Theatre. This habit was so deeply 
rooted into his nature, that he addressed the children of 
riot who were attacking his house, as follows—“La¬ 
dies ard gentlemen—Upon my honor I have sent to 
4 lifts rtfs Brewhouse for some porter, and in the mean 
tmo l mm humbly solicit your usual indulgence.” 


A GOOD STORY. 

There lived lately in one of mountainous counties 
in Western Virginia many Dutchmen, and, among 
them, one named Henry Snyder; and there were like¬ 
wise two brothers, called Georgs and Jake Fulwiler— 
they were all rich, and each owned a mill Henry 
Soyder was subject to fits of derangement, but they 
were not of such a nature as to render him disagree- 
able to any one. He merely eonceived himself to be 
the Supreme Ruler of the Universe; and, while under 
the infatuation, had himself a throne built, on which 
he sat to try die cause of all who offended him; and 
pesssed them off* to heaven or hell, as his humor 
prompted-rhe personating both Judge and culprit. 

It happened one day that some difficulty occurred 
between Henry Snyder and the Fulwilere, on account 
of their mills; when, to be avenged, Henry Snyder 
took along with him a book in which be recorded his 
judgments, and mounted his throne to dy their cause* 
He was heard to pass die following judgments. 

Having prepared himself, (acting as Judge andjret 
responding for the accused,) he called George Ful 
wife*. 

“Shorge Fulwiler, stand up. What bash you been 
doin in ois lower world?” 

“Ah! Lort, I does not know.” 

“Well, Shorge Futwider, has’nt you got* mill 7” 

“Yes. lort, I hash.” 

“Well Shorge Fulwider, didn't yon never take too 
much toll?” 

“Yes, Lort, I hash—when der water was km, trod 
mien stones wash dull, I take a lee tie too much toll 

“Well, den, Shorge Fulwider, you must go to der 
left, mid der goafs.' ? 

“Well Shake Fulwider, now you stand up. What 
you been doin in d» lower world?” 

[The trial proceeded throughout precisely like the 
former, and with the same result.J 

“Now I tries mineself. Henry Shnyder! Hemy 
Shnyder! stand up. What hash you been deki in die 
lower world?” 

“Ah! Lort, I does not know.” 

“WeU, Hemy Shnyder, has'nt you got a nuBT 

“Yes. Lort, I hash.” 

“Well Henry Shnyder, dkfat you never take too 
much toll?” 

“Yes, Lort, I hash—when der water wash Ww.wnd 
mien stoaea wash dull I hash taken a feeds too much 
trill." 

“But, Henry Shnyder, vat did you do wkl der toll 9 

“Ah! Lort, I gives it to poor." 

(Pausing.) “Wefl, Henry Shnyder, you must go 
to der right mid der sheep; but it is a tam Hgkt 
squeeze.*” 

Patriotism—- When the Chancellor d'Auguesseail. 
who constantly resisted the encroachments of Itouis 
XIV. on the liberties of the people, was sent for to 
Versailles by that monarch, he was thus encouraged 
by his amiable wife: “ Go,” said she, u forget in the 
king's jwrescnceyour wife and your children,—sacrifice 

Dr. Johnson complained of the disappointment which 
an intimate acquaintance with eminent men often oc¬ 
casioned. “At a distance,” he said, “we see nothing 
but magnificence, and sublimity, and state; but upon a 
close and familiar approach, we discover narrowness, 
meanness, and insignificance.” 

An eccentric was used to say that it was not wicked 
to lie, swear, cheat or steal, and that he could 
prove it by scripture. Thus, it was not wicked 
to lie on a bed; to swear to the truth; to cheat tbedevil 
or to steal from bad company. 


Digitized by 


Google 



WIT 1110 IlifBW, 


A Maitelldbs Stoet.— I was fared up in a die 
like of the mrvellow, or the stupid woodenul, as my 
lacJecafied it. I must relate an anecdote in pohu. 
Some gentlemen were dining together, and relating 
their travelling adventures; one of them dwelt 90 much 
on the m&rveHouj, that it induced another to give him 
• lesson. 

“I was once," said he, “engaged in a skirmishing 
mtf in America; I advanced too far, was separated 
noa «y friends, and saw throe Indians in pursuit of 
me; As horrors of the tomahawk in the hands of an- 
grj ravages, took poraosoion of ray mind; i consider¬ 
ed tor * moment what was to be done—most of us 
lore fife, and mine was both precious and useful to 
my hotly; I was swift of foot, and fear added to my 
speed. After looking back—lor the counm was an 
opes one—f at length perceived that one of my ene¬ 
mies I ltd outran the others, and the well known say¬ 
ing of “Divide and conquer,” oocurred to me. 1 
•hekeasd my speed, and allowed him to come up; 
wt engaged with mutual fury—I hope none here 
(bowing to the auditors) will doubt the result—in a 
few minutes he Lay a corpse at my fleet. In this short 
gate of time the two Indians had advanced upon me, 
m 1 took again to my heels—not from cowardice, I 
am in truth declare—out with the hope of reaching a 
•eighboarmg wood, where I knew dwelt a tribe friend¬ 
ly to the English—this hope 1 was, however, forced to 
giro np; for 011 looking back, I saw one of my pur- 
aerator in advance ot the other. I waited for him, 
recovering 11 my almost exhausted breath, and soon this 
lsdan mired the fate of the first. I had now only 
ose enemy to deal with; but I felt fatigued, and being 
■era the wood, I was more desirous to rave my own 
life than destroy another of my fellow creatures. 1 
plainly perceived smoke curling up among the trees— 
I rambled my speed, I prayed to Heaven—I felt as- 
iiiiii ray prayer would far. granted; but at this moment 
the rile II die Indian's voice sounded in my ears—I 
M thought I IHi his warm breath—there was no 

cbttee I turned round-Here the gentleman who 

bad (dated the wonderful stones at first, grew itnpa- 
taiit pi,all his endurance; he called out, “Well, sir, and 
yea kfied him also?” “No air—he killed me.”—Afc- 
iiMiirt •fa Gentleman if tke Old SekooL 

Osa Tokens -or Kimnvnra— K Sometimes,” says 

Mademoiselle A Trillion, “the Emperor (Bonaparte) 
weald give us a slap, or pull sur ears; but these were 
faroere which he did not bestow upon evenr body, 
an) we could judge of the degree of h« good humour 
tf the greater or leas pain be pet os to. One day, 
when be seemed to be in better humour than usual, he 
patched my cheek so hard as to make me scream^and, 
•si was plump, 1 retained for several days a visible 
rank of us Majesty's satisfaction. I need hardly say 
that the Emperor had no intention of hurting us on these 
oceaaioaa. He often used the Empress m the same 
way, while we were drearang her. He preferred slap- 
pi* bra on the shoulders, and though she continually 
ttouned, “Have done, have done, Bonaparte,” yet he 
eratmoed this amusement of his as long as he pleased. 
The E m p r ess forced a laugh, but I have more than 
«ee seen hha bring tears into her eyes." 


. BrwujwTH* Maeeuoz Cnunswrr.—'The follow¬ 
ing statement is no jest but a positive fact—“A young 
ram, in bowness, in Liverpool, led hie blushing bnde 
to the ahar in the Old Church of that town, and when! 
roe question was asked, ‘Wilt thou love and chemfef 
he an swered as it is customary—and yjgd, 

^h en s bene eded,htfd bang ter.' lira^giri BC 

fete to retract. On being told that it was not, she: 
tonedtgioaherheeCand tpfody wa&ed owt mm 


church, raving that *A roan who could say what he 
had said at such a moment; in jest, was most kkafy t» 
pit bis threat into execution, and bade hha chase* 
anothe r mate.—JHMefeester Pmptr. 

If a mm pronounces you a Kar, it is very absurd to 
esll him out for the same. This ceremony does not 
prove that you are not a bar; it only shows that you 
possess sufficient courage to stand at the distance of 
twelve paces, while a pistol—probably a leafless one 
-4s fired at you. 

Alexander one day, expressed to Duroc the intease 
desire he had to possess a pair of breeches of the em¬ 
peror Napoleon—Duroc sounded his master on this 
extraordinary subject Napoleon laughed heartily and 
raid, “give him all I have, excepting you most leave 
me a pair fora change.” This is authentic. The Em¬ 
peror of Russia is raid never to have worn any other 
breeches daring the campaigns of 1813 and 14. 

LORENZO*DOW. 

The HiDsborotrah, Ohio, Democrat relates of Lo- 
renxo, that when he was on a western four, some yesra 

ago, in holding forth to one of their congregations, he 

dwelt with unusual pertinacity upon the wickedness of 

mankind, observing that “many persons become 00 

extremely wicked, that they actually swelled and burst, 
ed, and brought forward numerous instances to sub¬ 
stantiate the truth of his declaration. During the 
whole of his sermon, he had been patiently listened to 
by a gentleman, whose abdominal rotundity ami cor¬ 
pulent dimensions, bespoke him rather a Fantaff than 
an Edson, who treasured upthe words of Dow. law liuis 
future benefit, little dreaming that be fair 
be the unhappy victim of Dmne wrath, and thra too in 
so short a period. 

The sermon being ended, the gentleman repaired 
to the inn, where be put up for the Bight, and was 
shown to an apartment in which a 1 
gentlemen also lodged, where he betook himself to 
Balmy slumber. The impression, however, which had 
been made upon his mind, by the language of" the 
preacher, was such as to diet art) his nocturnal repose 
to such a degree, that it was impossible for Mini ten 
sleep; be already fancied himself swelling to ari enor- 
mods soe, and awaking is great agony, found himself 
perspiring freely; and being unable to chase the false 
delusion from b'» mind, he sprang from his bed, re¬ 
solved to have “light” upon his perilous condition. He 
seized his unmentionables and eagerly drawing them 
on, was further surprised to find that it was with the 
greatest difficulty that he could force his monstrous 
fogs into the lower parts. He suooeeded in that; bat, 
alas! imagine his consternation upon finding that foe 
waistband would not encircle his prodigious body by 
about twelve ineheol—Being new certain that his was 
“a gone case,” and expecting soon to be celled from 
“time to eternity,” the landlord was awoke, and a 
light brought into the room; when to the great relief 
of the gentleman, and the angular gratification of the 
host and his other guests, it was discovered that he 
had through mistake forced on the garment of a man 
about halfnis own sue!—It may be proper to remark, 
that the gentlemen etftt lives to amuse his friends fay 
the recital of the story, and has urethra increased or 
diminished ia size since the occurrence transpired.— 

4* 


land were to be ascertained, the counsel of foe 00 s 
nut etatedi Va lye s» tki$ side,' my Lord; and the 
eomraal or the other part, *said ids lye on tii$ skfel* 
The UMnodftra stood up and aid. if ym H$ eralMl 
aides, whom wftlyaiwa rae to befieve? 



H0XO9I0VI rOETBI. 


THE VlTEeHC 
The negroes stared: old women stood amaxod 
And wdd jitUe boys with fright were erased, 

A* the fiery meteors shot on high, 

Like rockets quick streaming through the sky, 

And many trembled—as well they may 

For they thought ’twas the dawn of the Judgeiijeni day. 

44 Alack! alack ! quoth the gaping slave,. 

White man now pale—he no be so brave, 

Come Ned and see how de stars do tall, 

I«oid! look what a great big fiery ball,. 

Ah! Massa no beat me msre—eh ? 

He ’(raid—for he know 'tisde Jodgement day.**' 

The old maid lay in her sleepless bed. 

With a thousand vexing thoughts in her head. 

Of beaux and parties nor mote tor her. 

But she saw tbs meteors ahootiog— u Pshaw 1 
44 Why tor trifles do I weep this way* 

When stars are felling—'tis the Judgement day.** 


The urchin waked by the stir around 
I reap’d from his bed at a single bound— 

As he saw the meteors ahooung a tar 
He shriek'd with terror 44 oh my! Mamma! 

Get up. Mamma! oh! get up and pray, 

The world's at an end—'tia the Judgement <fey." 


The brave men looked on the blue expanse, 

And a thousaud meteors met his glance, 

44 Well! the sta s are felling-I'll declare!" 

He saw a crowd 44 is a white man there, 

If so, I wish him to witness with me, 

When to-morrow I swear ’tis the Judgement day." 


The wise man gmd on the beautiful light 
Coolly and calmly, with pious delight. 

And his warm heart flow'd with fervent praise 
Am Ilf* thought of his great Creator's ways. 

"1 fan he slept *til the dawn without dismay, 

For bethought not once ’twas the Judgement day." 


Tit* Bill and Knocker.— A would-be wit, the 
other evening, experienced an improvement on the old 
pun of ringing the beU. After repeatiug the anecdote 
to an elderly matron and her three daughters, with 

whom 1 m was on tern* of intimacy, the mother jocose¬ 
ly observed. 44 Well, sir, here are three beUee. Which 
of them will pMt ring?" 44 O pardon me, madam," he 
replied, 44 1 am in no hurry, I assure you. to reduce 
the pun to practice." 44 Indeed, sir!" cried the young¬ 
est, a pert little miss of sixteen, “then, since you don’t 
choose to ring the Mh»," (pointing to the eldest,) 44 sup¬ 
pose you tty the knocker ." Suiting the action to ine 
void, she gave him a smart box on the ear, for. the 
want of gallantry'. 


She's always ujy at six o'clock. 

In time to skim the milk: 

Her bonnet's made of yellow straw— 

And neatly trimmed witif sific. 

Her ralnd is of a serious tom. 

She often thinks of death: 

She docs not lace her stays so tight. 

They make her gape lor breath. 

Her mother thinks there never was 
One,like her in the world: 

Her hair is parted o'er her brow— 

She never has it curled* 

Beloved by all her femaUHriends 
She leads an easy life, 

And any man in town would jump, 

To get her lor his wife. COM US. 

It Is Hurd to Regain Repvtttlaa* 

44 Tou know you're a tiefi Pat I" “ I know I hoar fare 
But my folly and wickedness felly I’ve seen; 

Yet no one will trust me to work or to earn. 

And if I stay here, I must steal or must starve. 

If you a good wowi to the captain will speke. 

That I may a trip to America take. 

You shall hnd I’ll be honest, for aU the old sfotn. 

Nor disgrace the grcea isle of the ocean again." 

Kind Dennis cons, nta, and poor Pat is recei v’d; 

The word of strict Dennis was aptly believ’d. 
Escap’d from his guilt and escap'd from his shame. 

In a new world poor Pat hoped to earn a new name; 
He was kind to the crew, to the captain obedient. 

To please he was never without an expedient. 

He work’d and he sung,-morning watch or midnight, 
And Pat of the crew was the life and delight; 

Even Dennis (at first not a little suspicious 
That Pat’s new-lound honesty mjghtbe factitious) 

Felt easy respecting the pfatfge ofhia word. 

And rejoic’d that hts friend was t< > 1 in n it > ur i c ml on "i L 
When one day, while Patrick the ship’s deck was 
washing. 

And with bucket drew sea-water up for tr 
Relying too much on the hold of iilii loin. 

Ana reaching and bending his whole body to 

The ship gave a heel— Patrick’s balance was lost, 

And himeetf and his bucket to old Davy tout, 

44 Man overboard? out with a rope!" was the my— 
When Dennis on Par, mid the wave*, cast his eye. 
“Catch the spalpeen," roar'd Dennis, 44 he’s mods me 
a liar! 

And so devil roast him before bis great fire! 

To strive against bod edtcn&m’* in vain ! 

Och! the tiefi how he's got at his old tricks again! 

If I saw not, I woukln'ibelieve how ho took it! 

Only look how the tief swims away with the bnektiT 


MBS POLLY GRIMES. 


Miss Polly Grimes is still a maid; 

She save she ne’er will wed: 

Her week-day frock's htue calko, 

Her-Sunday one is red. 

Her cheeks are blooming as the rose— 
Her eyes are heavenly blue: 

She does not wear a “dunatable" 

To hide her fece from view. 

She never lets her beaux “make free,? 

Nor listens to their vows: 

When she gets uashe makes ihebedA— 
At evening make the cows. 


Nor does dhe like affected belles 
Attempt to poetise: 

She’s busy every baking day, 

At making cakes sna p**. 


Curious Clock.— The most curious thing in the Ca¬ 
thedra 1 at Luheck, is s clock nt singular construction. 
It is calculated to answer astronomical purposes, re¬ 
presenting the places of the sun and moon in the eclip¬ 
tic, the moon's age, a perpetual almanack, and many 
other contrivances. The clock, aa an inscription sets 
forth, was placed is the Church on Candlemes-dsy, in 
140 b. Over the fece of it appears an image of our 
Saviour, and on either side of the image are folding 
doors, so constructed as to fly open every day when 
the dock strikes twelve. At this hour, a aet offigures, 
representing the twelve apostles, come oat from the 
door on the left hand of the image, and paw by in re¬ 
view before it, each figure making its obedience by 
bowing as it passes that of our Bavioar, and after* 
waits entering the door on ike right land. When 
die proceasion terminates the doors dose.—Cferrs 
TVsvefe in Scmadimvia. 
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Gallant in strife, and noble in their ire, 

The battle is their pastime. They go forth 
Gay in the morning, as to the summer's sport: 
When evening comes, the glory of the mom, 
The youthful warrior is a clod of clay. 



N*. 3.] PHILADELPHIA.—-MARCH. [1834* 


THK DEAD SOLDIER. 


BTROIDS PRATER. 


BV MU SJOOUMNKT. 


BT J. MALCOLM. 


8ou>m!—She's near thee now. 

For whom thy latest prayer 
Was but to gaze upon her brow. 

And bless her faithful care; 

The death-shot in tby breast ; 

The death-mist o'er thine eye. 

For this, thy iaultering footsteps prest 
On, toward thy tent, to die. 


My soul is aick of this long day, 

I'm weary of its lingering light- 1 - 
And loathing life I turn away 
To weep and wish for nignt. 

I long to lay me gently down 
In slumber on my mother's breast— 
And would exchange an empire's crown 
For everlasting rest. 


8hs*s kneeling at thy side,— 

Her face ot anguish, see \ 

How changed that bright and blooming bride 
Who left her home Tor thee. 


The battle-smoke curls high 
Above yon reeking plain, 

Tby comrades raise the victor-cry. 
Wake, Soldier 1—*tis in vain! 


Though but in manhood's morn I stand— 
I've lived the laurel wreath to gain— 

My songs are heard in every land, 

And bea uty breathes the strain. 

Her smiles and sweetest tears are mine. 
And yet of love—youth—fame possess— 
Oh! gladly would my heart resign 
All—all for endless rest. 


Meant i mourn, thou desolate one. 
No more thy path forlorn 
Shall glow with earth's refulgent sun, 
It lath no second mom: 

Go in thy deep despair 
Down to thy husband's tomb, 

And lay thy young affections there,— 
They know no second bloom. 


The dreams for which man wish to live 
Or dare to die—the gilded cloud 
Of glory o'er the tomb I’d give 
lor silence and a shroud. 

I ask no paradise on high— 

With being's strife on earth opprest— 
The only heaven for which I ugh 
Is rest—eternal rest! 


Babe! Sorrow hath no power 
O'er innocence like thine, 

And thou must gild her lonely bower, 

A star from Mercy's shrine. 

Thv sweetly slumbering breath 
That o'er her cheek shall stresn*. 

Can chase the forme of war and death, 
That haunt bar nightly dream. 

StiS with thy cherub art 
Her misery beguile. 

And when the gnef-oang rends her heart 
Wear then thy fathers Knife; 

None else tby skill can share, 

None else such balm bestow. 

For thou canet bring a mother's care 
To heal a widow* woe. . 
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My natal day with tears I keep, 

Which I rejoiced in when a child. 

And each return the birth I weep 
O'er which my mother smiled. 

Bid heaven take back the birth it gave, 
That I a cold and silent guest, 

Within my lather's house the grave, 

May find a long—long rest 

Without my own consent 1 came, 

But with my wildest wish I go— 

For 1 would tainly be the same 
I was—ere bom to wo. 

My cold hush'd heart, with no pale Yearns 
Of consciousness to wake or waste, 

I would have slept within its dreams, 

And rest—eternal rest 
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GAMBLING. 


A * 

Written for the DmttAm was a hgsband, a father, a son! Be- 

OAHSUISCl* fxfff the wife of his youth, overwhelmed with 

la the dreadful phalanx of vices, which dark- qbatterable agony, sink to the grave, thericthn 
en the prospects of human happiness, and throw f another** crime! See those innocent and 
a blightover the fair hopes of society, GAMBLiNO-pelpless children, for a father’* guilt, hejodm 
stands among the foremost i—th® more dange# wanderers upon the face of the earth, a. peey to 
ous, it may be, because in its earliest mow- want, ani wretchedness, and sin! Beboid that 
meats it presents itself, not in the form ogfcn broken-hearted mother* doomed todeatfit by the 
enemy, against whose attack the heart gSght child for whom she has suffered, and watched, 
guard itself, but under the specious semtdhnce and toiled! The hand of her beloved, her cher- 
of friendliness, and assuming the naroeofpnwue- ished son, has prepared her premature grave! 
merit, harmless, innocent. Bay , possibly even pro* See that aged man, descending in sorrow to the 
JUnbU amusement dark chambers or death!—hit tottering steps 

Advocates for the convivia^card party may hastened thither by the unnatural cruelty at his 
contend that cards, when usIFwitbout any re- son; for whom he has spent days and yean of 
ference to pecuniary hazard, or advantage, may care and toil! Oh! the arm on which he bad de- 
be used, to say the very least, irmmmuy, since pended, has given the death blow to the bosom 
the playing of a game of card* involves in some of parental affection! Gambling has stamped oo 
degree the exercise of mind, and therefore may the soul of its wretched votary, the tremendous 
conduce to the strengthening and ftnprovement of crime of parricide! Who then can speak its 
the mental powers. Our business lies ndt here, horror t rfow turn your eye to yonder gallows, 
however we may disapprove of card playing, as erecting on an eminence, that the world may 
calculated to induce the habit, and the love of witness the dreadful consequence of guilt. That 
gambling; it is not simply card playing, as ignominious death is preparing for one who en> 
practised at mixed evening parties, which will tered life with the fairest prospects erf useful- 
ncre be brought under conuferatioD. We would ness, respectability, and happiness. 44 How is 
only remark, that many gi youth of promise, who the fine gold changed!" Gambling baa been 
has :begun with card playing, has ended with the the ruin of that man! He began with risking 
destructive crime of gambnng; and we may be small sums in play. The unwary steps of youth 
permitted to cautioq those who indulge in this descended the slippery path* of vice—The man 
amusement, to bewafe of its tendency. who might have been a pillar and an ornament 

In considering tljfe subject of Gambling, that of society; who in his example, and in the ex¬ 
fell destroyer of private virtue—that cruel bane tending influence of that example, might have 
of domestic peaoe—we have but to look at iu proved a blessing to bis cotemporaries, and to 
consequences, to stamp us with its character, unborn millions—that unhappy man became a 
It ii gambling,in Us effects , which is to be brought gambler! The Gambler, wrought to madness 
into view. Here the enemy is disrobed of that by unsuccessful hazard, became a nutrderer! 

specious covering, called innocent enjoyment, --and now be dies!—cut off by the hand of jus.- 

which concealed its deformity. Here, in its re* tice from all the dear charit re, 

suits , it is presented as a cruel demon—a foe to sent away in the meridian of life, through the 
social order*—to social virtue and happiness, land of the shadow of death, leaving behind him 
Who that has witnessed thp deleterious influence blasted hopes, withered affections, and broken 
of gambling,on the morals' of our young men, and, hearts; the groans of the widow 1 and the wailings 
of course, on the welfare of society, but must of the orphan. And where is fie?—tremendous 
deprecate the practice, as a bane to the happi- question! His disembodied spirit has entered that 
ni iu of mankind at large, and as a poisonous foun. world, whose dread realities he disregarded 
tain, opened in the dosqiii of our country, to in the light of that Law, holy and just and good, 
blight, with its dark waters, those goodly plants, whose awful and glorious sanctions he slighted 
which have arisen and flourished in the fair and abused. An immortal spirit, sent to eterni- 
garden of our national prosperity ; giving prom- ty, beneath the dreadful weight of neglected pri- 
lse of future shelter and protection, when time vileges, of abused gifts, of misapplied talents, of 
shall have laid in dust our towering cedars, and murdered affection! What heart can conceive 
our hearts tff oak . . the horror of such a departure ? 

Coukhre look into the arena of dissipated life, Beboid those young men engaged in deadly 
and behold, in a group, the immediate, and the strife. They were friends. They became gam- 
more remote victims of this vice,— where could biers. The infatuation of vice blinded reason, 
we find language to express our grief-our iu- so that they called crime , honour ! The gam- 
dignation? Behold that countenance, convulsed biers have become duelists. Many hearts are in- 
with rage* expressing demoniac hatred, and re- volved in the misery of their last dreadful act. 
venge thirsting for life! That countenance was Death shuts to mortal eyes the awful scene; or 
once dignified by the grace, and the beauty, of if one survived, the curse of the first murderer 
human feeling J—that tong was once suscepti- rests upon him—a fugitive and a vagabond, he. 
bleof the generous sympathies of our nature, he wanders over the earth, with blood upon his sod ! 
was once happy in the exercise of those charities See that abode of poverty and wretchedness; 
which constitute a source of man’s purest bliss ! domestic peace once smiled within those walk* 
What fiend has wrought this deplorable chmge ? The husband and the father became a gambler; 
Gambling!—Hark!—that dreadful report, and and with demoniac cruelty, he now stabs the 
that despairing groan have toll a story of death! heart which once he loved. See that pale, was 
Tt* crime of gambling has sent an unprepared countenance, that fragile form, bendingbeqaath 
spirit into the indescribable light of ETsasnir! the weight ofgrief,tbeoit|ergzWofuartqmt0d 
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stated afftexxi. fifae would die for the peace of 
fete who hot forgotten his vows} to cherish her 
happiness. TW Deing, so fair, so comfortless, 
now Watches, in the paleness of her faded 
beauty, the midnight taper, counting the long, 
tag minutes, till the return of her riandoMd 
totemd may give to her breaking heart the 
hitter satkfacbon of knowing that for a few more 
mbertble hours, he is comparatively safe, with- 
is tbs protecting walls of nis changed and abus¬ 
ed home. The first faint glimmerings of day are 
teen in the east; and new the tottering step of 
the seff-nined man is heard at the door. It is 
opened by the gentle being, who even in ruin, 
dil tees the betrayer of her peace. No word 
of reproach escapes her lips; oay, she smiles t 
Oh! crime has changed that heart to adamant, 
or be would feel that smile. But dreadful pas¬ 
tern have set their mark upon his once open 
and noble brow. His voice has lost all the 
sweetness af humanity; that last cast of the 
dace, rendered him pennyless; and on the in- 
ascent, be wreaks the madness of his rage, he 
fpvM the affection, which has watched m its 
patient tare. With boisterous and cruel lao- 
pnf e, lie accosts that meek spirit, who so often 
n* prayed for his peace; with norriUe impreca- 
tiom, he invokes eternal woe upon the mother 
of ks children! 

And now, for a little while without hope, ex¬ 
es to starting and unrefresh- 
■ »epiriti* awake to horror; and 
fetefal to him is t lie returning light of day. He 
Hies, in dreadful gloom, and in the maddening 
tortures of self-reproach, he hears his helpless 
tabes cry to their mother for bread, which she 
fcii not to give. To him they tuns net in the 
taooence mtheir affection; for they have often 
tumbled before his fury. With horror, he re- 
flfeenbers that has been his destruc- 

i>i| and the rush of his family. O! if he be not 
ii moral feelings, be must experience the 
tateem of regret* O! to return to what be 
<*oe was— to begin anew the career of life.— 
Blit that may hot be. He plunges in the inebri- 
*«|cup It lull remains of reason and conscience; 
1K« tends his spirit up to the madness of desper¬ 
ate courage, and dies by his own hand. Tre- 
Mdoos goal to the mortal career of an account- 
sbfe, a deathless spirit! What human power of 
^deviation can compute the dreadful conse- 
f uucei of Gambling f In its slow, but deadly 
progress, it poisons the healthful streams of 
■oral existence. It changes to a desart, in¬ 
fixed by demons, and the monsters of passion, 
the paradise of domestic life. It renders the 
taut callous to the refined, dclightful,and en- 
jtefing sensibilities of humanity; it paralizes 
■e toffy powers of the mind; it degrades and 
debases the spirit of man. It changes the voice 
of friendship to discord wild. It pierces, as with 
a barbed arrow, the heart of affection. It is 
fotewed by poverty—not that which God in his 
jriritai sometimes suffers to fall upon those who 
tore bis Law: Not respectable, confuting por- 
®tv, smiling in its holy submission j but the rag- 
tea, comfortless, guilty penury, induced by oral- 
tiffed crime. It presents to its deluded, disap- 
pnated votary, the poisoned bowl of intemper- 
teot-tbe pistol, and the dagger of murder. 
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and of suicide. Crimes of other names., and of 
multiform shape, follow in its deadly train—and 
oh! who can utter the dreadful, the amazing 
responsibility, resting upon talents sacrificed to 
a debasing vice; talents which might have been 
consecrated to the holy cause of virtue, to the 
glory of God, and the happiness of man. Who 
can tell the infinite value of those powers, which, 
rightly applied, might, by the blessing of heaven, 
have prepared immortal souls to thine as the 
stars of the Jirmanmt , forever and ever. Who 
can appreciate the amazing loss of one indes¬ 
tructible spirit; which, in its day of probation, 
gave itself over to the dominions of an infatuat¬ 
ing and degrading vice. 

If there are tears in Heaven, angels might weep 

At auch a sight as this. 

And the infktence* the dreadful influence of 
such an example. Its effect dies not with the 
self-destroying gambler. The half is not told! 
What mortal voice can speak the extent of this 
influence on future generations—on distant na¬ 
tions—on the awards of Eteeiuty! MARY. 


EARTH’S WEARY ONES. 

BY MSS. JANE L LOCKE. 

Open the grave, the vaulted grave. 

For the weary ones of earth— 

They are pressing on, and their bosoms heave 
For the morn of heavenly birth; 

They are pressing on,—in the mockery 
Oi joy and of hope—they long to die; 

They are pressing on. in the strength of power. 

And the pride of wealth—they wait the Sour. 

Ye may trace them in the hall of King, 

By the lamp's high flaming light, 

Where pipe, and tabret their notes prolong, 

And jewels are sparkling bright. 

In the show of beauty, of mirth, and pride. 

Light down the mazy dance they glide; 

By the pallid cheek nsath the smiles they wear, 

And the smothered sigh, ye miy trace them them! 

They are decked in the ruby’s ruddy glow. 

And weohh of the far down sea; 

And the diamond shines but to mock their wo, 

And proclaim the spirit free. 

But alas, alas, for the food hopes crushed. 

For the tones of love in the dark tomb hushed, 

For affection changed and vows forgot— 

Nor gems, nor pearls, can that memory blot. 

Raise ye the veil at the festal hour, 

From that fur unfurrowed brow;— 

A bride!—but wo for the bridegroom's power— 

The grave ye may open now:— 

From the glittering robes of royalty, 

Peers the broken heart thro' the sunken eye; 

And the wreath of feme crowns the weary band— 
Mid the honored crowd, the hopeless stand. 

Ye may trace them in the house of prayer. 

On the lowly bended knee — 

With uplifted eye and a brow of care— 

The ourtbeaed soul to free. 

Thai opai the grave—they are pressing on, 

In beauty and youth, but a rime wan; 

In feral halls—neath the laniers wave, 

They are weary of earth—open the grave. 

Many people are praised for ft giddy kind of 
good r, which is as much ft virtue as drunk- 
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Swrft. PiriflKdS^. C. 5SS, Plte would hare answered the purpose equally wdt 

Visit to the Sultan of Peat lama, In Borneo | or perhaps better, for there appeared no way is 
By Admiral Sir Samnel Hood* which the guns could be fired, without doing 

In the summer of 1614, Sir Samuel Hood made more injury to the besieged than to the banqf 
& voyage, in his majesty’s ship Mioden« to the ers. 

eastern parts of his station. We called first at _ On we Went, till we were met by the tubas 
Acheen, on the north end of the island of Suma- himself, at the inner side of the quadrangle. He 
tra, where we held some very amusing inter* courteously conducted the admiral to a large 


coarse with the king of that district, whose cap- room or hall of audience, and havii 
ital the admiral visited* From thence we steer- guest to sit down at a small tablet^ 
ed over to Pulo Penang, or Prince of Wales’s by his side, and began a converse** 


mall table^ took a chair 
conversation as if tto 


viait Java; but as there lay three routes before services of a very clever Malay boy, whom w« 
him to choose between, vis. the Straits of Gas- had brought with us from the ship, were brought 
par, the Straits of Banca, and the Caramata into requisition. The hall, in which we were 
passages he preferred taking the'last and widest, first received, might have been about fifty feet 
which also led him near the western shores of square, bleak, unfurnished, and cocnfortlees, 
the immense island of Borneo. On reaching the with an uncovered mud fioor. It was so feebly 
equator, he steered for the mouth of the grail riv- lighted by a few windows almost hid by Vene¬ 
er Lava, wiuofa passes the town of Pontiana. The tian blinds, that we could only discover the roof 
weather being very favourable, the ship was had been left bare and unfinished. After sitting 
a ochored,anothe barge got ready for an expedi- for about ten minutes, the sultan rose and led 


a ochored, anathe barge got ready for an expedi- for about ten minutes, the sultan rose and led 
tion, "the way to another apartment, apparently of stil 

* • * * * larger dimensions, but literally m dark, that, 

In the mean time, as there existed no dis- had it not been tor the light entering by (lie 

pule about the navigation of the River Lava, door we had left, «nd the one ahead or us. vc 


ing Marsden's dictionary all the way, stood up rather a difficult transit aloiw a precarious kind 

ii made the men lie on their oars, of bridge, formed of as. aiii 

mix! to their great -astonishment, and probably an omraons-Vxflriiig poefl or puddle of mud, 
to that of the native, called out, in the Malay .which divided these two branches of the palaoe 


tongue, 

“ Which is the way to the sultan's house?” All at once we were ushered into a fiends! 

To Sir Samuel's unspeakable delight the man room, seventy or eighty feet square, bnukirtly 
whom he addressed understood him, and after lighted and not ill furnished, and strongly con* 
offering to show us the landing-place, paddled trailed with the darkness of the suite web 
off ahead efas. Our fellows gave way as hard passed through. This total want of keeping, it 


from each other. 

All at ooce we were ushered into a« 


as they ecudd, but the Malay kept the lead;and may be mentioned, is quite in Oriental taste. 
m we shot past the Chinese towns, one on each They know tolerably well how to be maguii- 
bank, the aatives crowded to the beach, as much cent on occasions; but they never leant now 
astonished, «to doubt, with our strange cocked to be uniformly decent. The Asiatics,***! even 
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could be with their long tails and wild-looking er home, can seldom afford to be token by sui*- 
junks, or with the creases which every Malay prise. Indeed, lam notsareif more than one 
carries by his side. The fierce-loolring weapon country can be alluded to, in which the pea#* 
is not, iaranu, unlike the wavingsword one sees are at all hours ready to receive strangers, and 
in the pictures of the angel Michael, though it is have no occasion to make a fuss, or to change 
not above a foot and a half in length. any thing when a rap comes to the door. 

The sultan’s cousin received the admiral aad in the centre of this gorgeous room, on a part 
his patty at the gate of the palace, and led him of the floor raised to about a foot and a naif 
by the hand along the causeway of flag stones to above the level of the rest, aad laid with a rich 
the residence of the monarch. Directly in the Turkey carpet, stood a Jong table, a* the top of 
middle of the gateway, which was only ten feet which the sultan placed the admiral, and then 
wide and about as many in height, there stood made the signal for tea. First entered an at- 
a 24 pounder gaa. On the top of the arch there tendant, bearing a large tray f on which were 
was built a small square room, from boles in ranged several dozen of exceedingly small cups, 
which peeped out the muzzles of five or six This heJplaced on the carpet, and then squatted 
field-pieces, the whole affair resembling very himself down cross-legged, beside it Another 
much that part of a child’s box of toys which attendant soon followed Bearing the tea-pot, and 


, beside it Another 

much that part of a child’s box of toys which attendant soon followed bearing the tea-pot, and 
represents the stronghold or castle. Within the he likewise popped himself down. After aeon- 
high wall surrounding the palace, we counted juration of some minutes the cups were brought 
innumerable large guns scattered about appar- round, containing weak black tea, exquisite in 
eotly with no other object than to be seen—as flavour, but marvellously small in quantity*— 
if the mere look of a cannon were expected to There appeared no milk, but plenty of sugar 
do the work of a fight! The same number of candy. Some sweet sbeifcet was next banded 


dkfcT.Hiu/s flimi, 


rH i tj war, bgtfe- 

tet #1 appea&A frequently to the rue or huge 
to tat Mink it was pomed, to the great ae- 
flgksf the sultan. wbo assured os that this was 
(he fftiiuu sherbet described by the Persian 
poets. It was mixed, he told us, by a true be- 
mver, who bad made more than one pilgrimage 
to Mec ca . 

At (he upper end of the apartment, in a deep 
recess, partly hid from our view by a rich festoon 
of Mwl drapery, we could just discorer the 
seta's bed/ flanked by larg e mirrors, beyond 
*yeh,man adjacent chamber, was probably 


were so expert as his guest even with both 
hands 2 adding, neatly enough, that on this ac¬ 
count the distinction which his wound had gained 
for him was more cheaply purchased than people 
supposed. While the admiral was hunting for 
some reply to this novel compliment, his host re¬ 
marked, that in Borneo it was considered fash¬ 
ionable to eat with the left band. 

The supper, which soon followed the tea, con¬ 
sisted of about a dozen dishes of curry, all dif¬ 


■Med away the sultan's most favoured wife*— 
ta all this department of the establishment was 
ttawn into such deep shade, that we could see 
Sons of the ladies,nor any of his highness's pro- 
flrey, except one little boy, whom be introduced 
tamatsapper. He appeared to be about five 
OTsayetn old, very tike his papa in miniature, 
n«w with turban and robes of cloth of gold.- 
At kit the Bttle fellow looked somewhat star- 
■ri,bathe soon recovered bis dignity, and sat 
S 11 mr knees, without much apprehension of 
Mg swallowed up. 

the upper corners of the room were 
Maned off by white curtains, eight or ten feet 
seas to form smaller chambers. One of 
ta served the purpose of a pantry, or subti- 
tay kitchen, nt least we observed the dishes 
«| frsm it, and thought we could distinguish 
As w ed - k nown sound or the cook's angry re- 

pwaches-.a note which, like that of muttering 

tafcr, in nearly the same in every climate. 

was soon made out to be a 
Jrt «f temporary nook, ftwn which the ladies of 
■« palace and the young sultans and sultanas 
sp t spy the strangers. This we ascertained 
ta Meg sundry very pretty faces thr us t out 
Msionaliy between me folds of the curtain, 
lii If the sound of many an ill-suppressed gig¬ 
gle the peeping damsels. 

Jl balf-choked squall from some' rebellious 
bahy, or a sou ml thwack on the pate of an over- 
ta urchin* betrayed the nursery in terms 
mt to be mistaken. Indeed,! do not wonder at 
llictr eageroesa to look at the admiral, whose 
wry eppearmnee, in any company in the world, 
* wrier any circumstances, most have claimed 
mnmll share of admiration. Hie characteristic 
prominence of the Hood nose, so well known for 
sgkrious half century in the navy, with the tall 
tori gallant bearing of onr lamented chief, to 
*•7 nothing of the Nelson-like circumstance 


at intervals, jars of pickles, piles of sliced pine¬ 
apple, sweetmeats, and cakes. Four male at¬ 
tendants stood by with goblets of cool sherbet, 
from which, ever and anon, they replenished our 
glasses; besides whom, a number of young 
Malay girls waited at a distance from the table, 
and ran about nimbly with the plates and dishes. 

All persons who approached the saltan fell on 
their knees, and having joined their hands in the 
act of : tien, lowered their foreheads till 

they actually touched the ground. The sultan 
held out bis hand, which the people eagerly em¬ 
braced in theirs, and pressed to their bps*— 
What they had to say was then spoken, and 
after again bending their foreheads to Ibe ground 
they retired. This ceremonial took place only 
in the outer room or hall of audience, for m me, 
except the strangers and one or twit of the prin* 
cipal officers of state, was permitted to approach 
nearer than twenty or thirty feet of the raised 
part of the floor where we sat. At that distance, 
a group of about twenty persons, probably the 
nobles of the court, sat cro 
ground in a semicircle facing the sultan, mni in 
profound silence during the whole siiip^ ito 
part of which appeared to fall to their share. 

Soon afterwards the cloth was removed, and 
a beautiful scarlet covering, of the texture of an 
shawl, substituted in ifs place. This might, per¬ 
haps, give us a hint for after dinner. Instead of 
dull mahogany, or dazzling white, why might we 
not spread over the table a cloth couleur de 
rose for the benefit of the complexions of the 


company? 

The sultan now produced a letter which he 
bad received from Tcrd Minto, when gover¬ 
nor-general, thanking his highness for the friend- 


won right arm having been shorn away inbat- 
% and! may add, the peculiar sweetness of his 
toes and the benignant expression of his ooun- 
taace, which, while they won all hearts to 
■a, showed a mind entirely at peace with it* 
•If, Every thing, in short, that was great and 
table, conspired to readier Sir Samuel Hood 
ore of the most interesting officers of his time. 
■The sultan appeared to enter into his guest's 
taaeter at once, and neither overloaded Mm 
with attention, nor failed to treat him as a per* 
WO to whom much respect was due. I heard 
Sir 8amuel say afterwards, that he was par- 
taui j struck with the sultan's good br eed ing, 
w asf offering to assist him in cutting his meat* 
Tbe sultan merely remarked, that few people 
9* 


his obligation for the manner in which Mr. 
Palmer, a wealthy merchant of Calcutta, had 
been received by the sultan, when his ship was 
wrecked on the west coast or Borneo. 

“ Mr. Palmer," said the sultan, 41 lived for 
sofse weeks with me, and on returning to Cal¬ 
cutta, sent me these beautiful mirrors and chan- 
deliers. But," added he, pointing again to the 
pweroor-generaTs letter, “ muon as 1 value 
embellishments so splendid, I esteem far more 
this little signature, and these few words from 
Lord Minto. Still," continued his highness, 
44 my wishes in this respect hare never beet* 
f ully satisfied. 1 hare long desired to possess a 
men of Sir Samuel Hood's writing: anJ 
tho ugh 1 never ventured to hope that 1 should 
have had an opportunity of seeing his signature 
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written with hie own hand, 1 here always felt ship before the fi enoe hent of t h e raw had wtin. 
bow essentially mat circumstance would add to I suspect, also, that be wished to esc a p e the 
its Table in my estimation.” salutes and other falsifications, of which be hal 

It was wonderful how well the shrewd little seen tome preparations over night. Bat in this 
Malay interpreter expressed all this rigma le he partly reckoned without his host, for scarcely 
to the admiral, who cheerfully agreed to the haa he gained the distance of twoor three haa- 
proposal, and desired me to send for his writing died yards from the shore, when the heavy gam 
case. As I rose, the admiral whispered to me, of the batteries began to fire a royal salute.— 
“ I wish you would contrive, at the same time, The night was uncommonly dark and still, and 
to see what the boat's crew are about. Try, the successive flashes and reports of the caa» 
also, if you can get them something to eat; the nan s were followed by a long series of echoes 
fellows must be hungry enough by this time— from the edges of the damp forests lining foe 
but mind they don't get too much tc ly.” banks of the three different branches or forks of 

1 found the crew seated on the mua floor of a the river. The admiral, who had the finest per- 
large room close to the beach, and open on all ceplion passable for all that was picturesque or 
sides, like a tent without walls. The Johnnies beautiful, was exceedingly struck with fos 
were in such high glee, that I feared they had grandeur of this nocturnal salute, and having 
already trespassed too deeply on the toddy pot; made the men lay their oars across the boat, 
but I was glad to find that their satisfaction while she drifted quickly down the river, he 
arose from a safer source, in the shape of a glori- stood up in the storn-sbeete in order to enjoy fos 
oas hot supper, which Jack was tucking m, to scene more completely. At each of foie first 
the delight and astonishment of the natives, who dozen discharges we were near enough til he i» 
had been ordered by the sultan to supply them lumioated by the flash, and a scdsle of delight 
with as much curry and rice as they chose to could be seen on the veteran's countenance as 
eat. The cook had no sinecure of kt that even- sounds so dear to him onoe more caught his ear. 
tag! It is not improbable that they recalled to kis 

I toon returned to the palace, and the admiral memory the glorious night action of tins Nile; m 
having written several lines for his host's album, which tl is not too much to say, that amongst ill 
expressed his wish to retire to rest The sultan the distinguished warriors wkni Nelson had 
instantly rose, and having conducted his bon- gathered round him, there was not one on whom, 
oured guest to the outer door, he left him in this great chief more firmly relied in battle, or to 
charge of half a score of the principal officers whom, personally, he was more attached in pri- 
of the palace, amongst whom were severalof the vate life. 

sultan’s own near relatives. This guard ofhon- A trifling incident occurred shortly after- 

our accompanied Sir Samuel to his bedrooom, wards, which suggested to our thoughts another 
and it cent him a good deal of trouble and gome important service of Sir Samuel Hood's, which, 
address to free himself from his company—their although it be fiiimlmly 1 
intention evidently being to bestow their tedi- may not be so fresh in the recollectioo of por¬ 
ousness upon his excellency all night sons on shore. A Question, arose in tftsei Iliiiiiil an 

Scarcely was this party dismissed, when to to whether or not the land-wind was blowing, 
our great surprise, the sultan himself came to Some said there was a breeze up the river, 
ii(ie door ef the bouse in which the admiral and while others maintained that the wind Mew down 
his suite were lodged. Sir Samuel feared that towards the sea. The admiral let vs go iici 
lie might possibly have given offence to some of speculating and arguing for some time, ana 
the worthy connexions of the sultan by dismis- said , 44 You are both wrong; there is not a breath 
sing them too abruptly, and that the sultan had of air either up or down the river. At all events 
called for 44 sm explanation." The honest Asiatic we shall soon see, if you will strike me a light." 
bad no such gunpowder fancies in his bead. This was done accordingly; and the admiral. 
On the contrary, the object of bis visit was to standing on the after-thwart, held the naked 
press npon the admiral's acceptance two large candle nigh over his head, while the men ceased 
and beautiful diamonds. The poor admiral was rowing. 

now reduced to a great dilemma. He could not, 44 There, you see," exclaimed he, 44 the flame 
he thought, with any official propriety, accept stands quite upright, which proves, that if there 
the present; and yet he felt very unwilling to be any breeze at all, it blows no faster than the 
hurt the generous sultan’s feelings, especially as stream runs down." 

his highness had paddled at midnight through As he yet spoke, the flame bent from the land, 

the mud of his own approach to make the offer, and in the next instant was puffed out by a slight 
The sultan saw at a glance what a mistake be gust from the forest, 
had made, and instantly withdrew, laughing, * A * * * 

however, and saying such was the custom of his i It would be quite impossible, within any {Do¬ 
nation. 1 think the admiral was sorry after- derate compass, even to enumerate the impor- 
wards that he bad not carried in the boat mam tant services which Sir Samuel Hood rendered 
trinkets of correspondent value, or that he had to his country,both before and after the time ml- 
not accepted the diamonds, and afterwards sent luded to; nor can it be necessary to do so, for 
something still more precious to the sultan. they are still so fresh in the recollection of the 
Very early in the morning, long before there navy that they are often quoted as examples in 
was the least peep of dawn, the admiral roused every walk oi duty. His forte appears to have 
us all out of bed, ordered the bee* to be manned, been that invaluable quality of all great com- 
and declared his intention of dropping down the raanders, promptitude in seeing what was beat 
river while it was yet cool, so as to reach the to be done, and decision of purpose in carrying 
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kmU usdfdifiiculty, and when scarcely any one 
she ooaM see through the confusion, he ap- 
mn invariably to have taken thoee useful 
practical views which the calmest subsequent 
reflection proved to bare been the most expe¬ 
dient. 

One of the most important, and also die meet 
loenag instances of tb* effect «i his resolute 
wd characteristic presence of mind and bold- 
new of mtnartr q occurred in the summer of 1797, 
shea Nelsen attacked the town and fortiSea¬ 
born of Santa Crus, in Tenerifie. The enter- 
pros failed ; Nelson was wounded andcai on 

beaxd in the only boat not captured or destroy¬ 
ed, while the remaining officers and men were 
secetsarijy left without any means *f defence 
or eseape. Sir Thomas Troubridpe and Cap¬ 
tain Hood now found themselves tn the very 
heart of the town, at the head of only a handful 
of teamen and marines carrying merely a few 
pikes, but surrounded by several thousands of 
well armed Spaniards. As the boats had been 
alt teohsbed in the surf, or knocked to pieces 
by ttit Are of the batteries, retreat became im- 
powlfe, and capture er detfructtoa would in- 
entity hare awaited them the moment day- 
bretk showed thshr small numbers and wreteh- 
ed plight Ib this dilemma Captain Hood went 
fonraid alone to the Spanish governor, and said 
he irai senthy the cMmaneing officer of the 
liniliiili troops and aeamen within the walls to 
itite,that iiiii they liad been disappointed m their 
opedatitu ef finding treasure in the town, they 
were disposed to retur n peaceably to their ships, 
if boats were p meado d them for that purpose, 
Iiiii! that should may meaasibe .taken to molest 
or retard them, they would then sef fire to the 
torn ia different places,.and force their way oat 
of it at the point of the bayonet With the ut¬ 
most dehbesation, and without betraying the 
«Bdkst haste or anxiety, he then putted out his 
each, and said, M 1 am directed te give you ten 
. to consider of this dfer.”—See the JVawa/ 
Chmicltj volume xrii. page 19. 

Dm Antonio, the governor,looked amased at 
the easiness of this proposal from persons whom 
be conceited— i and with good reason— te be his 
prisoners. He proposed to hold a council of 
ear immediately, and let the British commander 
know their determination in the course of an 
boor; but Captain Hood saw the impression 
which his argument had produced, .and again 
holding up his watch, declared he could not 

r ne bis excellency a single second; and as 
fatal minute approach^, he turned round 
an) prepared to rcyoin his shipmates. The gov¬ 
ernor, alarmed at the possible consequences of 
driving men so commanded into extremities, 

wd agreed to prervi^the defeated* party witii 
boats, 

Next morning, accordingly, the Spaniard, 
osviog once pledged himself to certain terms, 
kept good faith, and not only allowed them all 
to return to their dups, but, previously to Hm 
embarkation of the invaders, he considerately 
romubed each of the sailors with a bowl of wine 
«fi a biscuit, fitted their boats with fruit and 
°ther refreshments, and gave orders that sach 


of Die British as bed boon wsutofed should he 
received into the Spanish hosp ital 1 

KfrECTttlCITY. 

It is very common for a lecturer upon elec¬ 
tricity, after explaining frilly to hisdassthe fact, 
that when a communication is formed between 
the inside and outside of the jar, the fluid passes 
from one to the other, to request them to term a 
line by joining bands and to allow the charge to 
p» through B nail, so as to-observe who leels 
the effect soonest. But when file line is formed, 
and om extremity connected w$4h the outside of 
the jar, and the individual who stands at the 
other •ostremily, touches the knob c o nnected 
with the inside, the rtart of the whole line is pre¬ 
cisely simultaneous. At college, this experi¬ 
ment is sometimes tried with some hundreds of 
students arranged in a long line in the college 
yard* The one at the extremity most remote 
from the jar takes bold of a chain which, sup¬ 
ported at intervals, returns to the jar, and thus 
the fluid has to pass through a distance of many 
hundred feet, but no perceptible difference in 
time is te be observed. 

Another interesting way for exhibiting the io- 

stantaneousnecs of the motion is this:—A wire 
connected at one end with the outside of the jar, 
is passedarouad the room, by fastening it against 
the wall, so that at last the other end returns 
near the table. At any remote part there may 
be a short interruption, across which tiliici elec* 
tricity will pass by a visible spark, at the pre¬ 
cise snstant in which the returning, end of the 
wire is connected with the knob of the jar. 

Some English philosophers tried tliei experi¬ 
ment on a Mil larger scale- They extended 
wires, supported by silken string! which they 
fastened to stakes set in the ground, several 
miles in length. The discharge was nil 
through these, and not the slightest difference 
between the entrance of the fluid at one end of 
the wire, and its return through the other could 
be perceived, though in the interval it must have 
passed six or eight miles. The motion of elec¬ 
tricity may, however, be progressive—it may 
consume tune,—and yet not be perceptible inn# 
short a distance. light requires time to pass 
across any space. This time is very percept¬ 
ible in its crossing the earth’s orbit, but in going 
ten miles, it would occupy only the two miujonin 
part of a second— a period altogether imper¬ 
ceptible to man. 

The following extracts from the Article on 
Electricity, contained in the English Library of 
Useful Knowledge, states some interesting par¬ 
ticulars in relation to this part of our subject 

“By accurate experiments, it appears that the 
force of the eJeotnc shock is weakened; that is, 
its effects are diminished, by employing a con¬ 
ductor of great length for making the disoltarge. 
But it is difficult to assigoa limit to the number 
of persons through which even a small charge 
of electricity may be seat, so that all shall ex- 
perience the shock, or to the distance along 
which it may be conveyed by good conductors. 

“At an early period «f electrical inquiries, 
much interest was attached to the determination 
of these points. The Abbe Nottet passed an 
htecirical shock from .a small phial through a 
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Frcocfr gfcards, m the 
pretence of toe lung; and at the Clrwiaa 
convent in Pam. the monks were formed into a 
line above a mile in length, by means of iron 
wires held between them: on the discharge of 
the jar, the sensation was felt at the 
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to asc ertain tbe space which a discharge cm be 
made to traverse, mod the velocity with which it 
is transmitted. Of these, the most ingenious and 
satisfactory were tbe experiments planned and 
executed by Dr. Wataonywifo the assistanoe of 
the leading members of the Royal Society. A 
oirceit was formed by a wire which extended 
the whole length of Westminster bridge, at a 
considerable height above the river. One end 
of this wire communicated with the outer cash* 
ing of a charged phial or jar, the other being 
bald by a person on the opposite side of the river, 
who formed a communication with the water by 
dipping info it an iron rod held by the other hand. 
The circuit was completed by another person 
wbostood near thephiid, and who likewuedip- 
ped an iron rod into the river with ooe band, and 
was enabled by means of a wire held in the other, 
to effect a contact with the knob of the phial. 
Whenever the discharges took place, tbe shocks 
were felt by both persons; thus proving that the 
electric fluid must have been in motion along tbe 
whole line of the circuit, including both the wire 
above and tbe river below. 

M In another iaeperiment, made on fjlbooter’s 
Hill, at a time n the ground was remarkably 

dry, tee electricity was made to perform a cir- 
omt of four mile®; being conducted for two miles 
ires supported upon baked sticks, and 
for tee remaining distance also of two miles, 
tliTO the dry ground. As far as could be 
ascertained by the most careful observation, tbe 
time in which tbe discharge was transmitted 
along that immense circuit was perfectly in* 
•taotaneous; nor has any other trial that has yet 
been made afforded the least approach to a 
measurement of the velocity with which elec¬ 
tricity moves. 

“On this subject, however, an important dis¬ 
tinction should be made between the actual 
movement of each individual parcel of electric 
fluid, and the transmission of an impulse along a 
series of such particles, for tbe one may bear 
hardly any proportion to the other, just as we 
find tint sound proceeds with a velocity incom¬ 
parably greater than that of tee particles of air 
which are concerned in its propagation. In like 
manner, the portion of blood which raises the 
artery at the wrist, where the pulse is felt, is not 
the identical portion of blood which is thrown 
from the heart by the contraction of that organ 
producing tbe pulsation: the impulse in all tee 
cases being propagated like a wave, from one 
particle to another. There is, therefore, no 
reason tosuppose that the same particles of elec¬ 
tric fluid, wmoh enter at ooe part, have travers¬ 
ed from one end to the other of the whole line of 
conducting subs tances/* 

bathing is so agoniaing to the fine skin of vani¬ 
ty,as the application ofa rough trafe^Dmrftit. 


Writs* for tee Cate*, 
mis niiTHor sra walteh vcorr* 


Dead? is he silent! andyale! and cold! 

Like common, imenvted day l 
The golden bowl broken—-ana loosed tbe bold 
Of the silver cord ? asm tale that is told 
Has hit life past away. 

Dead? is a period put to him, 

With|the thousands that were forgot. 

Till the midnight bmp he waked to trim? 

Has that bright planet at length grown dim ? 
Have we buried Air Rutter Scott? 

The wand tharh® 1 

To move the ipring of the strohgest mind. 

The deepest fount of the soul to had. 

And the world by its touch to thrill? 

It broke the seal of the secret tomb! 

It opened the graves of men! 

And made their adiee the fire resume, 

It touched them with beauty and lib and bloom, 
Till they breathed and they moved again. 

. It parted the mbit waves that sweep 

Acmes oblivion** sea; 

It brought up to light from that darksome deep, 
The things that for ages it liad to keep! 

And is be to go down? not he. 

Time! what bast thou to do with one 
Who knew not a wasted hour;— 

Whoee pen with the mods of thy glam coold ran. 

And show at each turning, a miracle done!.— 

A work that defies thy power. 

And bright is the lustre his hand has shed 
On a world that muni damn him still: 

For tho* from our vision his form liiiiii fled! 

His mind is here! and wet own not dead. 

What death is too weak to kill. 

No! while the earth for the tale of woe 
Has a boeom to heave a sigh: 

An eye to beam, or a heart to glow 
At the debt of joy that to thee we owe, 

Sir Walter % thou const not die. 

Thoult yet give wings to the lonely hour, 

A spell to the Hill retreat; 

Thou’lt be the charm in the lady's bower, 

And life's rude path with many a flower 
Bestrew for the pilgrim's feet. 

We give great spirit, most worm and free, 

Our thanks for so blest a lot, 

Aa marked our day upon earth with thee; 

And thousands, and thousands yet to be, 

Will honour the thade ef Scm . 


PnunAN SmasrmoHs.—All household matters* 
journeys, Ac. are dependent for their success on tbe 
days on which they are commenced. Thus we are 
told, linen, cotton, and earthen vessels should not be 
brought into the house on Sundays and Tuesdays; 
on Wednesdays, the lamps should not be lighted. 
Friday is proverbially an unlucky day; neither oread 
nor wood should be purchased, nor cloths and forni- 
tare washed on that day. It is unfortunate to vim 
tm sick on Sundays and Tuesdays. Those who are 
in one place on Btttnday night must be in the same 
place on the night of Sunday; and in this manner er- 
ery pereon who passes Thursday night in one place, 
must pass Friday night there also. 







wnur utru’i 


Writteuiw 

avxxi BASTO&S ROCK. 

“TTiay spoke not a word. 

Bat fike dumb statues or broatUeoi stones 
Stored on each other, and looked deadly pale.** 
Kina Rksoo. 

“fee, m what a treasure I have found fc 
loot Matty's saichel"<cried oar little pet. Bell, 
bolding if a small piece -of reddish cmsured 

stone, wbek iter busy 'fingers bad drawn forth 
fan the remeteet emitter sack, 

lo (ill! no small clistiii Amoco of sundry broken 
ms, balls of thread, and small bits of antiquat¬ 
ed gowns, the last sad relinks of Aunt Matty’s 
former glory, usd whose soiled and mutilated 
Ioiibs were in the habit of .being treated with 
rather mere ceremony, thamthe lawless young 
monger had used in endeavoring te obtasn the 
etiect of her present wonder—“You <*411 tel! us 
m about it,” oootimxed she tesciogly, bow Can¬ 
ton Symmes sent it to you all the way fown the 
north pole, and bow—My dear, my dear, inter- 
raptod the old lady, I’d put it right away back 
ague where I found it, and be carefel too, it’s 
msthing I am pretty saving of, though 1 dont 
She to look at it much, *tb a pieoe w Queen 
Bttar'cMock. 

Sbeput a kind of low marked emphasis upon 
I Ihehst words, which made me raise my eyes to 
see what could be the important singularity in 
' qoBtion* There was t^og remarkable in it* 

, Upevaace. to distinguish it from any .ether, 
osgiaeot of common rock: save that two or 
Usee dark glossy spots of the ootour of blood, 
were discernible on its surface. 

And pray,what maybe the history tiae mar¬ 
row thing, which you dignify with such a 
royilypelladon, (I asked,) who it Queen Eas- 
tor? i spoke pretty loud, as I usually do, and 
*ti apprised to find myself answered by a deep 
Mot distress, from Aunt Matty’s insane com- 
JjdoiLcraiy Rose, as she was called, and one 
I had never seen give the least evidence 
« ratwual undaretanding. “Miserable cm- 
•k" exclaimed .Aunt Matty, in reply to my 
®9»nug looks, “poor miserable creature, that 
As is, nothing has ever seemed to penetrate the 
•Wjht cloud, which has for more than forty 
Mix,hang over her once brilliant mind, save 
inf Mime, that most detestable of names, Qaeen 
inter? and Ood knows, she has reason enough 
b remember that.” , 

J5® deader would perhaps like Is know mere' 

* {■« history of the persons, here introduced, 
jj 7 * relationship existing between them, than 

brief items have developed. And as 
l*® «twmyi very Quiescent in receiving favours 
ft* others, and {Franklin like) believe in the 
7^** °* reciprocity, I will very acoommo- 
relate all the few particulars with which 
toport had -then made roe acquainted, and the 
appended may furnish the rest 

• Somers, or rather Matilda Somers as! 
she was christened, was my Father’s 

Jwat Aster. And dearest, 1 might say too, for 
7* aW tyoke of her in terms of the reproof 
m swctioB. She had ever since my earliest 


• 'inij msirtsti inttinsemn nlil nirlamfsi 
cottage, wim state coloured doors, yellow blinds, 
a long old-fashiooable front stoop, with a splend¬ 
id row of blue painted dove bouses, suspended 
against the wall; and the whole, doves*doors 
and windows, sweetly shaded by thick cluster¬ 
ing hops and mock oranges,* with only an ac* 
cashmal opening for the sun. 

Aunt Matty possessed one of the kindest 
hearts imaginable. But as 1 have heard that 
the like expression is frequently made by thane 
young portionless Misses, who are in hops of 

from some ha If m mm I maiden aunt’by^int of 
it, I would just mention (in order to clear 
unraelf in the reader’s eye, of the charge, of 
sdifisbness) that my own dear Pais quite a Gi¬ 
rard in point of property, and «hetild 1 make 
choice to suithim, which I caloolarteby all means 
to do. I shall be abundantly supplied with this 
world’s good, without resorting to any measures 
to procure them, save that-oTbeing a -very obe¬ 
dient child. And now that J base given this ex- 

J rianation, I can again lodk you beldty in the 
ace, ami say, with positive emphasis, that Aunt 
Matty was-ene of tne kindest creatures living; 

raa utremely find of children; which 
is said to be a very tunusual thing with old 
maids, (though I always believed it to be a gross 
•tondcr upon the good long faced sisterhood) 
and the fractionate caresses she used to lav¬ 
ish upon us, together with the fine creamed 
ee, and other little delicacies with 
which sm used to treat us, made her smiling cot- 
lightfol retreat for the little city 
very flatteringly denominated 
myself mm sisters. It was stated that in eaidy 
had been of uncommon in- 

tellectual powers, bit the then distracted state of 
the country, forbade their improvement by m- 
tematic education; nor could these faculties 
have boon mochimpaired by age, for she was 
acknowledged byaU, to be an unusually tflttd- 
ligsnt sM lady* The ever varying expremonef 
her dark, and still lustrous eyes* spoke quick, 
and deep sensibility; and though her general 
manner was quiet and common place, there 
were yet-some subjects, in dilating upon which 
she astonished the listener with a rich, and al¬ 
most overpowering flow of eloqueoce; mat was 
the contrast between her and the helpless idi¬ 
otic being by her side, who sat from day to day, 
and from year to year, with her Shin attenuated 
bands crossed mechanically upon her breast, and 
her dhn inexpressive eyet,alwsf* fastened upon 
vacancy. 

Though Aunt Matty generally evaded any 
qaestioae relative to her charge, it wa« pretty 
well nadesstood that Cray Rom was related to 
her by an early marriage with her favorite 
heather, and that her insanity was caused by the 
dread trials through which she passed, at the 
time of the Wyoming massacre. Void as were 
the features of this unfortunate of any thing 
like intelligence, there was still a something 
about them which riveted the eye of the behold¬ 
er, and burdened the soul with a kind of indes¬ 
c ribable sadness; her long and almost closed 
ay« lashes, were always sufficed with team; 
though thf u n chan g ing muscles ef the face,gave 
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ro iadtoatianof anyinternal w or ktop . ngtt> 
tag updn her, one fah as if viewing the remitas 
ofwbat had once been a beautiful picture, which 
tine had reft of all its stowing feoldurs, not tear¬ 
ing eren its immortality of expression 
’ Well, who may be, or may hare be this 
dreaded Queen Easter, I again enquired, (tak¬ 
ing care, however, te speak the magic name in 
a whisper, lest the same unearthly sound should 
again greet my ear^ you hare raised my curi- 

me! “My dernV^replied the olid lady, i 3 an 
involuntary shudder ran over her features; “it 
is a long and a bloody story. R would wither the 
rose upon your cheek, and drive the warm blood 
in frozen icicles to your heart: no, let it pass, 
Juliet, lei it pass untold.’* But they say I in¬ 
herit my beloved Aunt's fortitude. “Why per¬ 
haps you may, though Heaven grant you may 
never have to exercise it in the way £ nave had 
to; oh! 1 see you are determined, and i shall 
hare (o give you the dreadful details, though it 
will be at the expense of many a heart-ache 
from both of us, 1 promise you." 

“My Father had been for many years, a resi¬ 
dent of the beautiful valley of Wyoming, now 
called Wilkesbarre. When he emigrated from 
Connecticut, he left myself and eldest brother 
ip cane of her uncle, with whom he was then 
engaged in trade, and whom he expected in a 
few months, to remove near to where he himself 
lived. A short time before the dreadful dis- 
asters which 1 am about to relate, took place, 
we visted Wyoming; and my brother purchased 
11 in' adjoining my father's; and on our 

return In Connecticut, married my sweet young 
orphan friend Hosette Wilmer; aid bow well 
liiicll 1 love that fair friendless creature; Indeed 
sliiEt was just such a being as one would feel 
guilty in not loving; artless and amiable; possess¬ 
ing uncommon share of beauty, without a 
puticle of vanity; a soul, all genesasity and 
devotion; and* voice, whose tones of kindness 
came forth like the notes of a silver bugle, over 
si Calm lake; she was certainly an almost per¬ 
fect being; and I think was never happier than 
when the priest pronounced her my brother Phi¬ 
lip's wife; and no doubt, he would very willingly 
have acknowledged the same. 

In a few days after the celebration of their 
nuptials, we bade adieu to our many puritanical 
friends, and started on horse-back for Wyo¬ 
ming. 

true we had beard slight rumours of the 
disturbances among the Susquehanna settle¬ 
ments; but nothingfor a certainty, aod nothing 
at any rate sufficiently alarming te warrant a 
delay of our journey. Our route was m very cir¬ 
cuitous one,makingtbedistance perhaps double 
to what it now is. The road or rather path, was 
most of the way, extremely narrow, so that we 
could seldom ride abreast; and there were some¬ 
times whole days, in which our eyes beheld noth¬ 
ing bat the deep wilderness; varied however 
with an occasional opening or dingle, where the 
startled deer threw his shrill breath upon the 
wind, and was answered by the ktfg disappoint¬ 
ed whoop of the red huuter. 

I must not here forget to mention a circum¬ 


stance, which though slight in inself, hat a dir 
rect reference to the after i nci de n t s of any nar¬ 
rative. I was always extremly fond of the wild¬ 
ly picturesque; and this lonely tour, afforded me 
many opportunities for the indulgence of my 
besetting propensity. Often while my com¬ 
panions were busily engaged in laying plans for 
future happiness, did I Unger behind to gaxe 
down some dark unfathomable ravine, where the 
owl sat dapping his wings in eternal solitude, 
and mingling his hoarse shriek with the mono¬ 
tonous murmersof the subterarnean stream. I 
had stopped one day as usual, at a spot where 
the reads were broken by a small modem cur¬ 
rent of water, and a few logs thrown across, so 
that our horses with much care were able topass. 
I stood some time, listening to the rushing voice of 
the unseen cataract, when I thought I could dis¬ 
tinguish above the roaring of waters, a cry re¬ 
sembling the moan of an infant; it continued,and 
I rode forward and got my brother to come back, 
and descend the precipitous recess. He soon 
returned, bearing in his arms a little unearthly 
creature, with jet hair, staring black eyes, and 
skin of a shining copper. We were at no loss 
to discover that our prise was a young papoose* 
apparently three or four years old, who 
probably been lost, and bad fallen to the spot 
from whence he was taken, for there were many 
contusions upon his head, illicit we found iii|iiii«i 
further examination, that his left arm was brok¬ 
en; Philip fixed .the tune to its place, and Ko. 

sette very humanely bound her fine handker¬ 
chief about the ana, while I foci him with cake 
from my basket, which he swallowed in right 
Indian style. But what should we do with him ? 
our doubts were soon removed by a tall stern 
Indian, coating directly before < 1111 . At he 
grasped his fonahawk; but after be saw what 
we had done for his child, he clapped his hands 
in token of great thankfulness, and fluupng the 
little feftavr over his shoulder, he ejaculated as 
be passed us, “white faces rood, long bow, much 
friend, no forget goad." We passed through 
many Indian villages, and observed that in Wap- 
pasening, Sbesbeqein, aad W ytox, the male pu t 
of the population were all absent, although we 
did not then know the reason. The women 
manifested a determined hostility towards us, 
many of them following and menacing us, with 
long glittering knives. These appearances 
were certainly ominous, and we greatly feared 
all was not right in the settlements below. It 
was nearly dark as the second evening of July, 
when we arrived at our place of destination. 
Instead of the cardial and happy welcome we 
had anticipated, we met nothing but looks of 
anxiety and hurried explanations about ap¬ 
ing evils. My fatoer's house was en¬ 
tirely deserted. And we learned from a neigh¬ 
bour who was accidentally passing, that my 
father had been many weeks with Washing¬ 
ton, at Valley Forge; and that our mother ter¬ 
rified at the threatening aspect of war, bad, 
with her family, removed to the Fort, across the 
river. 

Thither then, we immediately bent our course, 
and were soon admitted within its fortified walls. 
This Fort had been built and defended some 
years before by forty of thte settlers, and this cir- 



wm* unn’> met- 


cumdince gave it the Dame of Forty Fort. It f m sw&mti of the council, that an igmvodtnlc 
had undereooe recent reparation, and was very battle should be hasarded, and the next day was 
well fitted For the accommodation of several (am fixed ujmui for it commencement. Many mad 
ilies. Many bad already removed there with sorrowed were the adieus exchanged in the 
their principal effects. Bat some, supposing 10 Fort, on the morning of that fatal day, and the 
cue of an attack, that the force of the enemy broken “God bless yoos, n came forth from 


their principal effects. But some, supposing in Fort, oo the morning of that fatal day, and the 
cue of an attack, that the force of the enemy broken God bless yous,” came forth from 
would be there concentrated, and that tbeir as- hearts which seemed almost bursting with grief, 
perior numbers would cause an immediate sur- Poor Rosette clung convulsively to Philip, when 
render; preferred the safety promised by their he came to take leave of us, and it was with 
own dwellings. We found our dear mother much difficulty we prevented her from following 
weeping bitterly over the probable destiny of her him to the field. It was a mournful sight to be¬ 
little ones, who were clinging around her in hold that little band of brothers marching forth, 
tearful surprise, while my second brother as it were to ffifcir graves. And there was a 
George, was vainly endeavouring to inspire her solemnity too, in tbeir steps, which (though it 
with confidence in the issue of the perils which spoke courage and determination,) argued that 
surrounded them. Mother, dear mother, cried tneir hope was one long deferred,and against all 
Ibdip, advancing, while we followed silently probability of success. The sun did not shine 
tloag, wQl you not welcome yoor wanderers that day, and consequently, there was no gleam- 
back! Sister Matty, aye, and I have brought you ing of swords or flashing of bayonets, hut the 


iiij csudren. exclaimed sue, ruing and tun tig us the place of mortal combat. Colonel Dou¬ 
bt aims wildly around us; it will indeed sound iaon anticipating the anxiety we should feel, had 
end for a mother to say she is not glad to see runners stationed between the Fort and battle 
Aedtriiags of her bosom, but I do wish to beav- ground, so that we could learn almost moment- 


swill (he shout of victory, which will soon thun- cealed savages rushed from their ambushes and 
lifir in the earl of the accursed Brandt and But- surrounded our left division, while Butler dou- 
III, tailing then that their bloody career is over;, bled his right wing in order to diminish it ten the 
lure courage dear mother, we have much to exact distance of the scanty row of settlers, and 
kme,Mr”--He ws« interrupted by a cry of “to thus, our whole line was thrown into the utmost 
otter'*from a distant part or the Fort. The of- confusion, and a most horrid slaughter com- 
III were bolding council, to decide upon the menced. It was with the greatest difficulty that 
uMt efficient measures to be adopted in their Col’s Z. Butter and Denison,escaped to tell ins, 
pnuut straitened condition, and the gallant that our brave friends were all either slain, or 
fang Cant Stewart had just risen to speak, prisoners, to an enemy who knew ms little of 
tie . if nil In a brief recapitulation of mercy as the Tigero of India. Consternation 

lie §mmm difficulties of the settlements, and and dismay now reigned throughout the Fori, 
ifliit dwelt at more length upon the dangers with which was soon increased by the appearance of 
ftiidbk they were now threatened, and the only Butler and Brandt without, demanding an in& 
rasa by which he thought they could be over- ttant surrender. Articles of capitulatioo were 
cons* quickly drawn up and signed by the two oppo¬ 

sing officers, in which the garrison with its mil* 
John Butler with an army of about B00,ooo- itary stores, were to he given over to the ric- 
urtagof British tones and Indians, bad taken tors, hut the lives, of its inmates were to be spar- 
praaraoa of Fori Wintermoot situated about a ed, except those who had been engaged in the 
■lit shove the head of the Valley, and was coo- battle, to such, no promise of safety was given* 
fossfly annoying the inhabitants by plundering The gates were thrown open, and a scene of coo- 
fcn<* their property, and was now apparently fusion began, which it would be impossible for 
tokieg preparations tor a general massacre, me to desorihe^Shouts of triumph from the dark 
Expenses had been sent to Valley Forge nearly swarthy creatures, wbo came glaring fiercely 
anoath before, (while the invaders were quarter- upon us from every quarter, the shrieks of the 
«d several miles up the river,) intreatmg the terrified children, who dung wildly to their 
raneneder in chief, to permit the immediate re- mothers far protection, and the bitter wailings 
tern of Captain Somers, (my father) and his of those bereaved mothers for their husbands 
troops to their assistance. The time had long and children, all mingled together sounded ah- 
«9» expired when reinforcements, if any had sohstely appalling, f scarce knew whether I 
foes despatched, would have arrived. The were indeed deader alive, till I found myself in a 
May’s trace was tost increasing, by nameraei large boat in the act of crossing the river. My 
dbafccted Indians pouring in from the Fast; fm sinter Anne, a sweet little creature of 


troops to their assistance. The time had long and children, all mine to) 

«f» expired when reinforcements, if any had selutely appalling, f scare 
tees itospatobefl, would have arrived. The were indeed deader alive, till 
meay’s trace was tost ino^uiag, by namraoBi large boat in the act of cron 
dbafccted Indians pouring in from the East; yw sinter Anne, a sweet little creature of 
foe tervest was nearly ripe, when it would of t if two years, stood with her tiny hands clmsp- 
<*«rts be destroyed by the savages, and should ed hgigy around my neck* and at my side, like 
foe heftiest women and oknUren escape the to* mm pels Mfiffiess statue sat ^ 

•thank* they would still be. kft without any ing with a stare of napo o 
•earn of subriitracf. Tbenoe.it was mgned tosgvftiBot the brat Bul 


Rosette, gax- 
ees, upon the 
owns our ho* 


ttrwt §£*?Bft’s MOV. 


loved mother? The torn around me wm all voice was a criterion, by which to judge the 
strange and unknown. Where could she be? heart, there wasat least ooe villain among them. 
The crowd must have separated us, and my Rosette grasped my arm, “as 1 live” exclaimed 
heart sickened at the thought! of the dangers to the, (while a gleam of joy shot across her pale 
which she, and her three helpless little onm were features) “as I live, that voice is Marcus WB- 
exposed. We were soon across the river, hut mer’s, my cousin Marcus, oh! we shall have a 
where next should we go? I had too little faith protector now, and who knows but be can fell os 
is Indian or Tory promises, to suppose that eith- something of our dear, dear 1 *—-but, I hrter- 
er fee property or persons of fee vanquished rupted, is he not fee ooe who sought your lore 
would be held saored any longer than till fee Rosette, and whom you rejected f “And what 
shades of night should give freer scope to plan- of feat, he is the son of my father’s own brother, 
der and outrage; unknown and unprotected, I and”—Bttt dare you trust him? you know many 
could think of no place, wheV we could pass have turned Tories. “Matty” she replied re¬ 
fee night wife even a hope of safety, except the proachfelly, “1 thought yon were too well tc- 
woods, the dark and solemn woods. quainted wife the noble blood of the Wilmera, to 

With little Anne in my arms, and a few words suppose it tainted with Toryism, but be shall 
of encouragement to Rosette, we struck into a answer you this charge: Marcus, Marcos Wil- 
foot-oath leading east, and soon found onr- mer,” she shouted at fee top of her feeble voice. 


of soil green moss, with a dart rustling canopy xvMems, -my sweei cousin w uraerr yea wu- 
of laurel above us. Poor Anne cried for her ac- mer > for y°o have not married feht accursed 
customed cup of milk, and 1 could only pacify scoundrel, as they said. I could not brook this; 
her by promising some on the morrow. But Sh® has the honour, sir, I replied, to be fee wife 
the tears which 1 could not restrain, made the °* my brother, Phihp Somers; and feonewbo 
discouraged child call for fee frequent renewal audaciously call him scoundrel, would do well, 
of a promise which I had in reality, but little jmrhaps, to recollect that none better deserve 
hope of fulfilling. It was now near nightfall, that appellation, than such as (under fee show of 
The grey tresses of twilight streamed dimly savage colours) act a part which Hie meanest cf 
h tie clustering hemlocks, and height- that class would scorn. AM a fine sprit of 

end the sadness which clouded the features of chivalry, we have got here, say, hark ye nay Mad. 

■it disconsolate companion. •» Qmxotte, will ye Into a verbal challenge, 

“We .hall hare qmet re.t to lught. I oh- wEVJT' JZ 

served, this downy moss will make such a sweet 
pillow, and we have such a rich dark curtain ♦ hi ILT? 

Ii uiu feat dieadnil t ^ miles, die shall see him, yes noil Im shall dm hi 


from feat dreadful crowd.” rv 

“ Yea, yes, hut where, oh! where will Phil- 8 b 
ip stem; there is a dreadful feeling at my ^ 
heart, Matty; think, think if he be fallen alive fo, 
into their bands? were be dead at my feet, gj, 
1 could endure it, I could be composed; but ^ 


W1U «baU die Rosette, and I wifi see if witnessing 1 

idftil feeling at my death wiH soften fee heart which my trera lEiiiii 
J 16 J* (•B® 11 failed to more. Come ladies, yon have coni 


alive and to suffer few tortures, oh! Matty, the taunting wretch very 

very thought will suffocate roe.” * - L - — r 


failed to more. Come ladies, yon have confi 
dingly selected roe for a protector, anil have » 

right to the hospitality of my dwelling, iniii 


r took the aim of 


the almost feinting Rosette, and as resistance 


The flood gates of feeling so long confined, was vain, I was obliged to follow along between 
now gave way, and the poor girl wept aloud, the other two. I now lamented my rashness in 
in the bitterness of her soul. 1 could say noth- disclosing Rosette's marriage, but repentance 
ing to soothe her, for it required a powerful came too Into, and 1 felt feat our prospects were 
effort to suppress fee rebellious outbreaking* of indeed wretched. We were not permitted to 
my own oW mastered heart; and 1 knew that pause again till we had reached the summit of a 
every thing, perhaps our lives, might yet depend 1 (grange ef hills, overlooking the little village 
upon my own coolness and self-p osse s si on; no of Wilkesbarre, and then what a magnificent 
soon became quiet again; poor Rosette had scene wu spread out before us. The faithless 
ceased weeping; little Anne fctsdforgotten aUher enemy bad set fire to that devoted town,nod 
childish cares in sleep; and i myself was just there was sufficient wind to connect the red 
entering the territory of dreams, whea 1 was flames in one long unbroken chain, showing the 
startled, by the sound of half smothered voices, exact length of fee village. The intensenem of 
Hist! “bear you feat,” whispered Rosette? the light made objects (which from fee distance 
“Alas, my poor foolish grief has betrayed us; we we might not have been able to see at all in the 
shall be murdered and all for me.” t tried alll day-time^ distinctly visible, and I could see 


nearer than at first, a large dump ef birek trees and the hill waa in a few moments literally 
rose directly before us, and I tho ugh t tie sound swarming wife Indians, amexnbled to w it n e s s 
came from behind feat They fed not speak fee work ef destruction. Their long protracted 
loud enough for me to learn the subject of fedr whoops mingled wife the oft repeated names of 
co nver sa tion, but I could distinguish' their di£ Brandt and Butler, pealed in startling echoes 
forest into na ti o ns , and I fen n pi iE the human dong the nouttori carmed reneow, and it 
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seemed as if Amd #ere winding his first iTsm- 
fal blast, to waken the slumbering ones of the 
ear*. In a short time however, the wild column 
of fane settled down to small flfefeertog lights, 
like bonfires, and the dense waves of smoke roll¬ 
ed off taniogfe their dusky folds with the clouds 
•f fa-west. “Our sport wall over now," ex- 
chimed our long leader, “and with your leave 
ladiss, we will resume our walk.” He continued 
to iwoicd attentions to Rosette, though she ap¬ 
peared to shrink from him, with a kind of ro- 
stnefire horror. An hour's walk brought us 
within sight of an Indian encampment. A large 
pikof mflulderinglogs.wresnrroanded by some 
men or twenty Indians, who received Wjlmer 
wift much apparent joy, and with whom be 
stoned to be a great favourite. Three or four 
wigeams stood away to the right, and in the 
coraerof one, with a mat of sweet fern for a 
bed, was pointed out our place of rest. Little 
Aaoeslept soundly, with her bead in my lap, and 
pow Rosette too, alter offering a fervent prayer 
to Heaven for our protection through the night, 
•it* wmm revelled amid the visions of happier 
Aya My own harrassed imagination alone, 
waned alive to the realities of our situation. 


Idxif did not visit my eyelids that night, and 
aif menmesed fancy conjured up horrors upon 

kjwn> tflJ 1 felt at I rametimes have, when 

kboering under the suffocating effects of the 
to£toare. Dread gigantic forms, with dark fea- 
tins,andsad gleaming ayes stood around me, 
•Ml ghttering knivss with bloody hilts hung over 
■f head. 1 could see the lifeless features of my 
far eaters scarred with the tomahawk, and 
fa ssld sweat fell from my forehead till it 
tetodaiifl were actually taming to a pillar 
« ice. The iivtiii shone clear and warm throngh 
uespeniags of oar cabin the next morning, and 
■f pied companions had not -yet awoke. 

was * slight bustle at the door, and the 
fe* voice of Wilmer called to us immediately 
]• fee, we obeyed, and were placed with our 
{fek tied, in the centre of dozen squaws and 
“fare, whose countenances expressed the 
fewweof some anticipated event; at about a 
tester of a mile from where we started we 


jjesrdered to stop. The place was a small 
bone, surrounded except on one side, with a 
f*ffe hank covered with tall slender pines,and 
® fa centre was a huge brown rook, whose 
jjfa were coated with yellow moss, and on 
feae top lay a large glittering tomahawk. Ob! 
Heareas thought 1, and is this the akar of 
•wifiee, and are we to be the victims? The 
tbougte had scarcely entered my mind, when my 
Jfation was arrested by a wild thrilling shout, 
Jtoch pealed along the ravine leading into the 
o n the south, and which was immediately 
by a cerrespoodingtound from nearly 
” fe e savage trine, who had begun to form 
fejjtorives into a ring around the grassy en- 
Jfewe. A double file of gorgeously tattooed 
ton j sm, were soon discovered coming along the 
upy*. with twelve or fifteen white prisoners 
fe bstween fern, whom they placed in a 
fewg posture within the circle of savages, with 
*«*P?e of stout Indians standing at the th 
Jf® * oreh. There were no cowardly 
“P» no vain womanly fears to be seen in the 
10 


laces of those brave soldiers, although someof 
than appeared to be young, very young. They 
lodged like men who had anchored their hopes 
in 1 iveo, and who were prepared to meet 
death without flinching. I recognized two or 
threw distinguished officers, whom I had seen 
marching forth with high hopes, the day before, 
^orbattle; and at last as my eye ran along to the 
Inst^ of the doomed numberf think, oh! think 
Juliet, of the deadly pang which seized my chil¬ 
led heart, to meet the mournful gaze of my be¬ 
loved brother JffKLip. The villainous cold blood¬ 
ed Wilmer, stood triumphantly beside him. and 
directed an occasional glance of revengeful joy 
towards poor Rosette, But she did not see him, 
anticipating some dreadful catastrophe, she had 
covered her face with her hands, and prayed to 
heaven she might not look up, for 1 knew that 
a knowledge or Philip's situation would distract 
her, “Queen Easter, Queen Easter," presently 
burst from the lips of all, and a tall painted 
squaw strode within the circle and sprang at 
one bound upon the centre of the rock. Her 
form is still strongly painted in my memory, but 
I know that 1 cannot half describe it. A large 
crimson-fringed blanket was fastened about her 
tawny neck, with a kind of loop, and confined 
again at the waist with a belt of variou* col¬ 
oured wampum, and fr6m thence descended a 
short slip of blue stuff decorated at tlie bottom 
with large scarlet patches. H er coarse jet hair 
almost trailed on the ground, and her wrinkled! 
forehead -was girt about wkh tbe skin of the 

yellow rattle snake, which looked as if ire. 

oeotly torn from the body of its owner, to gar. 

nfcb & still more loathsome form; her fsico l 

will say nothing about, it was loo odiously loir. 

nfic to admit oi a description, it seemed to nines: 
every camera oUcttra of distorted ugliness. She 
immediately (upon gaining her conspicuous sta¬ 
tion) seised the heavy tomahawk, and began 
dancing a kind of Indian whirligig. She com¬ 
menced by flourishing her formidable weapon 
aloft hi the air, and shrieking and called upon 
the name of Coshmoo, (whom 1 afterwards 
learned was her son, slain tlie day before in bal- 
ttej till tbe white froth fell in bubbles from her 
frenzied lips. Then there was a sudden and 
deathlike pause, and tbe next instant tbe hatch¬ 
et descended upon tbe naked rock with a force, 
that fairly shook the solid ground beneath it, and 
scattered fragments of the splintered stone in 
every direction. One piece (the same which 
roused little Bell's curiosity,) entered the sleeve 
of my dress, and hung there, while the blood 
dripped from its ragged corners upon my hand. 
This maddening ceremony over, Queen* Easter 
d esce nded, and then came the reality. She, she 
—but I cannot—oh 1—I cannot describe that 
most hocrid transaction, but 1 saw it all, all. I 
tried to close my eyes, but their lids were liter- 
alls frozen book, and every thing, seemed mag. 
niiied. toil frightful distinctness; an agonizing 
shriek and a prostrate form at my side, told me 
that site too, had wioessed the slaughter of 
someof those resistless victims. Alas! merciful 
bteneas. would that that dread scene might be 
forever blotted from my'memory. Miraculous 
as it may appear^ Phtfin absolutely broke from 
there who held him and effected an escape, A 






!!• 
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loud hne and cry warned me of their intention my brother han ging in s peech less anxiety «m 
te pursue, and I saw Wilmer was foremost in the me. Thank Gw me lives! exclaimed he* ag I 
bloody ctasc. We were now ordered hack to once more opened my eyes upon the light of day. 
the wigwam, and Rosette being still in iiww, The sun shone dimly through the uncertain rit* 
they were obliged tocarry her. u The daughter tas of our retreat, and I felt when I looked boos 
of the pale face no sleep to night,” whispered a the pale haggard features around me, as if load 
half familiar voice in my ear as we entered the awaked in the land of spirts. Little Anne s e es- 
cabin. Long Bow remember, Long Bow save, ed overjoyed to hear me speak again. Bat paw 
I immediately recognized the hunter, whose sister Rosette did not appear to notice the kst 
child we had found in our journey. The kind- thing, and her pulse indicated a high fever, 
ness with which these few words were spoken, Philip had promised our deliverer that he 
quite affected me, and for the first time since our would not attempt to leave the cave in two days, 
confinement, I enjoyed thejfeixury of tears, without bis special advice,as there was no doubt 
Night came. Little Anne hacnallen into a quiet but that the woods would be scoured in evey d»- 
situnber,and Rosette sat upright beside roe; she rection to discover us. And so they were, as 
bod not spoken the whole day, her eyes were the sound of footsteps and busy voices declared 
dull and inexpressive, and I could not help fear- to us. We heard them around us venting their 
ing that the terrors of the morning had disorder- angry threats, in words which made me faintly 
ed her mind. All bad become perfectly still gasp for breath. Some one enquired if there was 
about the encampment, when the dark form of no cave in which they could be secreted? “At 
the hunter stole stealthily through thecabindoor. the big run,” answered a quick voice, which 1 
He carefully severed the cords with which we knew to be the red hunter’s. Some seemed 
wore bound, and motioning extreme caution, turning away at this information, when “a trail, 
bade us follow. I hugged my Htte sleeping sis- a trail, from the same friendly voice, withdrew 
ter closely to my bosom, and grasping Rosette’s them altogether from our covert, and we once 
arm, we were soon beyond the reach of imme- more ventured to breathe. All that day annul 
dial® danger. At the base of a small hill, our night we dared not hazard even a whisper, m 
guide removed a handful of brush wood from the great was our fear of discovery, and we kwmm 
mouth of a narrow care, and bade us enter, nor that scarce a stone would remain oatamsd, in 

for our Ives to attempt coming out, without his the untiring search. Our situation on tJkMi ite. 

permission. In a few hours be returned, and cond day, became distressing in the ext reme, 
gave me the chilling information of my brother’s We had nothing to ©at, and poor Anne had be- 
recapturc. He called me out of the cave, and come so weak tor the' want of nourishment, that 
putting in hatchet in my hand asked me if I loved she could scarcely raise her head from 11:17 arms. 

1 I immediately compreheaed his My unfortunate sister in law, grew rapidly 
meaning and assuming his own peculiar style, I 'worse. She raved deliriously of Philip and 
reidied ‘‘does the wigwam of the red hunter Isold Queen Easter, and alast we could not help her, 
a daughter* and has that daughter a brother?” we had not even a glass of water with wfaioh tici 
“Yes, there is light in the cabin of Long Bow. moisten her parched lips. “Thou will:: die bene, 
for the red Pawn is there, like a bright star, her my poor Rosette,” murmured Philip, while be 
step in like the spring of the wild cat, and she imprinted a kiss upon her burning 1 ^^ 
fears not to speak with the tomahawk. But the “thou wilt die, my sweet one, and I shall, ohl 
heart of die white girt is pale, she trembles at I shall not live tong, but I shitU witness ftqr last 
the sight of blood, and t he hatchet would fell from struggle, and life's strange principle will stiM fe 
her hand.” “Oh! but the few of the white girl is a while be within me. Had I hot left thee amid 
strong, she has great love for her friends, she the beautiful Vallies of the East, with thy young 
could do all things for her brother.” He said no heart’s dear associates, Rosettes—Oh! I have 
more, hut proceeding noiselessly along the beat- placed my trembling dove in the heart of a vul- 
en path, we were soon in sight of the lodge. A t ore Matty, Matty, he continued in a bow sc- 
few steps aside from the circle of dusky sleep- palobral tone, I am very fearful, she breathe* 
era, sat my poor brother, strongly bound to a bard, do, do see if she is not worse.” She warn 
fine sapling, and by his side (as the feint rays of indeed, her respiration grew short and difficult, 
the moon discovered) his inveterate foe Wtimer, and I lost not a moment in removing the rubbish 
and another equally athletic figure apparently from the cave’s entrance, and getting my ex¬ 
in a sound sleep. I saw that Philip was awake, piring friend to the open air. 1 thought not of 
hut did not stir. The red hunter carefully out risk.l tlmugbt only of the horrors of death in otxr 
the band which bound the prisoner to the tree, confined prison bosue. Oh! how bright and gio- 
and bidding me strike the Indian while he des- rioos appeared once more the prospect of the soft 
patched the Tory', he raised his arm. Nosv was blue skies, aad richly clothed wood lands. The 
the trying moment, the moment of deep and air of the forest in summer is always cod and 
deadly peril, for a single struggle or groan might balmy, but it seemed doubly luxuriant t bee, and 
betray us, and then would ensue the long rou- had our situation been any other than it was, 1 
tine <x inotnsttorial torture, and should we sue- thought I could have exclaimed with Willis that 
ceed, the life of a human being, tee blood of a “existence was a blessing.” It was beginning to 
fellow creature would be open my bead; my be sunset, and the deep yellow rays fell idly upon 
breath almost ceased at the thought. But then the grey moss where we had laid the almost ra¬ 
the life of a brother, a dear, dear brother 1 ra* at animate Rosette. The stirring air and the warm 
stake, and could I hesitate? 1 felt toy arm d«N sunshine seemed to arouse her dormant fiacul- 
•©ending with power, hut my senses Bed, and 1 tbs, for she pertly opened her heavy eves, sod 
knew no more nil I found myself in the cave with noted her lips with a feat smite, “Uhl Matty!'' 





Ill 


yixld newiBs —the riLBcn’s htmw. 


thmt mxdlblf, U M os go, they 
r« ben! They bare no hearts, Wti¬ 
nier, Wtaer,ofaJ it is not my cousin Wilmer, he 
was—fi—d, no rampyre draining heart's blood. 
9peetf*,tboa art not Marcus, away away, thine 
J—e hiecoaturaed fixing her glassy eyes full 
upon am) do yon see? A pagan invokiog hit 
data, wretch, thy God’s name is Queen Easter! 
IV ass is sharp, and there, thou hast warm 
bM apes it, large purple drops, and thou wilt 
stain the face of ray Philip, death death, 1 ' and 
she slapped her bands over her eyes, as if to 
amid tbs dr—d fill sight. My wretched brother 
matod the agony of his sonl in tears, and 1 could 
net hefa dsing the same. 

“taint the wind ?** asked Philip? IKetet»ed;it 
wist low rambling sound like the distant roice 
of the storm spirit, but it grew nearer and i 
thought it was a waggon could it be, were we 
sear aayr—di the bare possibility of escape 
fr— our tost accumulating miseries inspired 
ise with new life. My pale brother was so weak 
ft— loss of blood, that he could scarcely stand, 
nil regained for me to ascertain the founda¬ 
tion of Oar new life. I started and hurried on 
wtbe direction indicated by the sound—a large 
—a 01 came in sight, loaded not with 
<i4ni rarages, but, with dear beautiful white 
p—la The driver saw me and stopped the 
M—a tor I could not speak, to wildly did my 
bead—Iter with expectation, 44 What ails thee 
chiU?" —elauned a kind roice, and oh! that 
— ou,Juliet-~tt was, it was my own dear fa- 
tWa 

r of the fiitiill termination of the war 
dWp—ug, he bad left the troops at Strands- 
w , .. hastened to learn 'the rate of his fam- 
Jy—now he had found them all except my 
—tour George, who wits slain in battle. My 
osefisst mother wept tears of joy over her lost 
uift—(Land little Susan fairly danced in an 
—totf of Mbs. A short journey brought us 
to in place where my father commenced a 
•*!*—X. It was therery spot, Juliet,— which 
—f—fcP* wow tires; but troubles still at- 
—fcl—.Jbr lour long weeks were we obliged 
Is —tob If the siiiok bad of poor Rosette. At 
adsf oat tune theplrfiiiciaa pronounced 
®p smyalasceat, but alas! alas! she was no 
ragw the beautiful, the intelligent Rose Wil- 
■w other days. The lustre of the bright eye 
Ntdapartad forever, and the stare of racant 
—eyaatia the place of an expression which 
—sront to entrance every beholder. My bro- 
l "if ny wretched, my distracted brother, 
—haotbea r this bhghtiog of hb soul's fondest 
top— He was broken hearted; a few abort 
hi sow the silver cord parted; and the so- 
'an words, “dutt to duri, were spoken orer 
— beloved Philip's grave. The wife of my 
P*—fcl brother has he— ever since that tune, 
vtssy— see her new, am unconscious frag- 
Jjd of tint history, which I alooe tire to re- 


fMrab nothing more dreadful to an antha 
jy h sgfaet; compared with which, reproach 
htoad, asd opposition are aasaes of happiness 


?ttfttoworst,tois meanest tote, every one whi 
**—to write bat rca— to fear. 


FIELD FLOWERS. 

ST TUOUAS CAMTMELL. 

Ye field flowers! the gardens eclipse you, *ti« true, 
Yet, wildings ofMtore, 1 doat upon yon. 

For ye waft me to summers of old. 

When the earth teemed around me with fairy delight, 
And when daisies and buttercup* fhddened my right, 
like treasures of silver and gold. 

I love you for falling me back into dreams, 

Ofthc blue highland mountains and echoing streams. 
And of broken glades breathing their balm. 
While the deer was n glancing in sunshine remote, 
And the deep mellow crush of the wood-pigeon's note. 
Made music that sweeten'd the calm. 

Not a pastoral song has a pleasanter tunc. 

Than ye spook to my heart, little wildings of June: 

Of old ruinous castles ye tell. 

Where 1 thought it delightful your beauties to find, 
When the magic of Nature first breathed on my mind, 
And your blossoms were part of her spell 
Ev'n now what affection* the violet awakes. 

What fared little islands, twice seen in their lakes. 

Can the wild water lily restore: 

What landscapes 1 read in the primrose's looks. 

And what pictures of pebbled and minnowy brooks, 
la the vetches that tangled their shore. 

Earth's cultureless bnd«, to my heart you were dear. 
Ere the fervour of passtoo. or ague of fear. 

Had scathed my existence's bloom: 

Once I welcome you more, in love's p««» 

With the visions of youth to revisit my age. 

And I wish you to grow on my tomb. 


THE PALMER’S HYMN. 

The following beautiful lines are from the pen of the 
“Ettrick Shepherd.” TTiey arc designed to represent the 
morning prayer of a maniac who voluntarily became tin 
outcast of the desert. 

Landed be thy name forever. 

Thou of life the guard and giver. 

Thou easnt guard thy creatures rieeping. 

Heal the heart fang broke with weeping.' 

• e * # # • 

God of stillness and of motion, 

Ofthe rainbow and the ocean, 

Of the mountain, rock and river. 

Blessed be thy name forever. 

I have seen thy wondrous might. 

Through the shadows of ibe night. 

Thou who dumb*rest not nor steepest. 

Blest art they thou kindly kccp«st. 

' £ • * » * * • 

God of evening's yellow ray, 

God of yonder dawning day. 

That rises from tlie distant sea, 

Like breathings of eternity. 

Thane the darning spheres of fight, 

'Banc the dark nets of the night, 

Tbioe are all the gems of even, 

God of A ngels! God of heaven; 

Obti of fife that Aide shall never! 

Glory to thy name forever! 
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ram attune. 


Written Tor the C*** 
THE hUIATIC, A PRIZE TALK* 
u EHe etoit de ce monde ou lea plus belief chose* 


**Ont le pire destin; 
w Et rose elle a vecu ce que vit t 
"L’espece don matin. 


sroee^- 


Twenty-ooe years bare bow been adds! to 
“those beyond the flood, since the burning of the 
theatre in my native town of Richmond. Two 
years after that awful tragedy, I was in Phil¬ 
adelphia; one evening, I found myself by chance 
near the Lunatic Hospital, andJmpellea by one 
of those sudden and mysterious impulses which 
hurry us whither they will in spite of ourselves, 

I sought entrance within those sad precincts, 
whose sovereign, insanity, surrenders her em¬ 
pire only to Death. 4 Tis not my purpose to 
dwell on the general aspect and inmates of the 
place; the gloomy horrors wfcich marked some 
cases—the melancholy and appealing inter¬ 
est attendant on other patients— all were dead¬ 
ened and disappeared before the powerful im¬ 
pression produced by one engrossing object. 
Passing by a glass-door, situated at the remote 
end of a long passage,send partially shaded by a 
green silk curtain,? was all at once arrested by 
a strain of music so soft, so sweet, and ethermL 
that, in the enchantment of the moment 1 could 
have 

“Deemed that spirit from on high, 

“Round where mme hermit saint was laid, 

“Were breathing heavenly melody.” 

' 1 held iny breath to listen, and recognized the 
notes of a piano on which a hand as masterly as 
Scarlatti's, performed -in unison with, a celes- 
1:1:111.1 yoke mn air •belonging to the vesper eer- 
wicjtfi of the Romish church. ®he gentleman, 
who politely showed me through the establish- 
meat stood at my elbow, and ’motioned me to 
silence, as cautiously approaching on tip-toe, 1 
took note through the panes, that wene -left un- 
i, of the hapless minstrel, whose surpas- 
“^emed i exercised in triumph over 
I saw before mea perfect personifi¬ 
cation of rapt and reverential devotion in the 
figure of a man, young, tall and 4hin, but of pro- 
tertioas as matchless as those of ‘the Sun in 
hlftnan limbs arrayed;” the face was turned from 
us as he bent over the instrument, whose full 
and solemn chords rolled in sublime harmony 
from beneath his touch; but the exquisite head 
thrown back in such ecstacy of upward gaze— 
the swaying form loosely wrapped in dark flow¬ 
ing vestments, and dilated beyond the ordinary 
size of life by the intensity of fervent feeling, — 
the impassioned tones of the pious chaunt each 
expressed, and attested the very depth of reli¬ 
gious abstraction as exalted and sincere afhat 
of a St Augustine or a Pascal. At length the 
holy hymn was at an end; symphonious blending 
of song and accompaniment died away; the per¬ 
former ceased, and memory began in me to dis¬ 
solve the spell of immagination. Thera was 
something in the action, the voice, the p erBan of 
the gifted but unhappy sufferer before me, fa¬ 
miliar and yet strange, as the wild perplexities 
of a troubled dream. He haddropsied his folded 
arms ea the piano, and sat with ha head resting 


on them so as to hide his face completely frail 
my view; but my eyes, as they glanced for a mo- 
ment from him around his prison, encountered 
fresh memorials to aid an uncertain rccsBep 
lion of its -interesting tenant. The apartxasftt 
was of small dimensions, but fitted up with At 
nicest regard to comfort; and the many fanciful 
decorations pendant on the walls and scattered 
throughout, indicated an elegant rather than a 
disordered mind. One compartment, covered 
with the rarest butter flies in fine preservation, 
gave token of a taste for that branch of natural 
history; another was hung with a series of little 
maps superbly colored; an old cremona vkda 
lay in its upper case on a table beside the piano 
forte, and a window seat was occupied by an 
Edina harp, on which the winds of heaven, as 
they came loaded with fragrance from the beds 
of a flower-garden beneath, “discoursed most ex¬ 
cellent music.’ ’ A profusion of exotics, evident¬ 
ly tended by a careful hand, perfumed the cham¬ 
ber, one side of which exhibited on a small altar 
standing in a recess the sacred emblems of Ms 
picturesque faith—a crucifix delicately carved 
in ivory and ebony, the chalice of holy water, a 
missal.in splendid bindings, and several cboioe 
paintings of female saints 

“That 1 knelt in pictured prayer” 

. ny attention wanebiefly drawn to an antique 

^cabinet wherein were displayed various lasd- 

kscapes in minature ofthe liveliest tint*,, mndexe. 

routed with the ingenuity of & practised iiiif'n 1 liyi vin. 

ician. One in particular enlivened by a mill in 
full motion, struck me m a transcript of one of 
the most beautiful scenes near Richmond; but 
my observation was -quickly attracted from it 
to the movements of ■> 

fortunate artist. As the breeze moved the res 
ponsive strings of the lyre near him, the sound 
started him from Ms recumbent posture; he 
rose —and advanced, but with his back slifl to 
wards us, to the window: there he stood in an al¬ 
titude of negligent grace, while the bright ray» 
of the setting sun, shooting suddenly from under 
& gorgeous cloud, fell through the casement— 
and gleaming on theebesnut curl%that cluster¬ 
ed in rich luxuriance over his brow, crowned 
him with a glory like that playing in old pictures 
about a canonized bead. At test he spoke— 
and in accents that fell on my ear tike the echo 
of some faint and half forgotten song, poured 
forth as if in converse with an imaginary being, 
a torrent of fond and passionate words. Alter 
a while dissuasion -succeeded protestations, and 
we could bear him through the door, which 1 had 
ventured to unclose a little way—murmur out. 
“Then you will go Sophie; you dont torn me 
well enough to give up one play for my sake. 
Consider its the first! have asked you to forego, 
while 1 resign all for the luxury of being near 
you; of gazing on you. See yon /star just rising 
bright,so pure, the dewy type of thy beauty and 
tby destiny; test night, while all slept save my 
love, 1 watched it m pride and joy as the lus¬ 
trous regent of thy fate appeared to smile down 
upoo me: at once aoieudas black as death, as 
swift as thought, interposed between me and the 
star I worship; it vanished from my sight—that 
one alooe at all the starry scroll, was blotted 
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oot—ud tbe darkness of toe grate tuoiped 
the regimof its reign. Set, Sophie, sweetest, 
whs! sty this portend/* then stopped as if 
besrkenmg for a reply; then went on with the 
most impranive gestures. “Then, dearest, 
since yon most go, smile once more on me and 
111 think it but the chaos of a brain that doat* 
to madness, adieu! adieu! I most not linger thus, 
yet. Sophie, stay; gire me that rose that rninearls 
thy hsKr,aadif to-morrow is peace and brightness 
oflos, J’B bring H back and replace it midst 
those tresses.** Another pause—“Sophie, one 
rnooeat more; look at thy lovely orb; how pro¬ 
pitious now her light! so may she shine on my 
rigilswl be the mirror to foreshow thy fair and 
tafsvteg fortunes. But if aught dark or disas- 
masagtia dim her ray .call me not visionary; 
chide not my trespass, if I come even at mid- 
tuzhtto thee to learn the worst! Sophie, you 
vfl go; my heart forbodes an awful crisis in 
cruras. Sophie! what ifwe never meet again? 
fw» frown upon mo. Good night, good night! 
Fewer!” was repeated in the low tones of ten¬ 
ders* emotion. He tamed from the window, 
cveitly msbriniag a white rose in his bosom; 
“d w the last beam of day fell on features 
like those which Janey ascribes to Adonis or 
J«i^ identified with a most painful thrill 
tfauprhe and horror an early companion, no¬ 
ted astbe “admirable Crichton*’ of the circles 
■ vfcioh we had known each other. 1 had 
kdiien Inn in the toll energy of health and 
rca jm» I now beheld him a confirmed but gen- 
erwy termless lunatic: he had been brought 
to®* Bad-house by that dreadful catastrophe 
*WW to in my first lines. 

AagaMn,or(as we Americans called him) Au- 
> son of an emigrant from 
won at Richmond as an 
hwboI music master and respectable man— 

1 on and cherktied from his cradle as 
a prodigy of talent and beauty. In person as 
***01 *niod he combined the pecuharitics of 
,# sa*tioaa-~tbe fine, versatile and ardent geni- 
w« the Italian (his mother being one) with the 
! *jWteiisibility, and addiction to mysticism 
** afrtfiwse study, characteristic of the Ger¬ 
ais wood. The refinement of taste and com- 
FDonsl warmth of temperament, denoting 
"•jftutyto the classic natives of the "sunny 
shone in strong and pleasing contrast 
I * p oetical turn of imagination and fund of 
integrity and worth, which proved him 
, *b of his Fatherland: toe like harmonious 
of properties in his bodily presence, 
[ eQ * ef od him a most superior specimen of man- 
'l.BBeluiess, with an aptitude to all arts and 
*£***» alike proper to his descent on both 
f3 ^nAy displayed itself as the master pas- 
JJ®f hit soul, and was pursded with an assi- 
success which made him, while yet a 
<***, renowned throughout the state as a mira- 
! • both on the piano and violin. His 

JJjter who foresaw in him the musical lion of 
reared him to his own vocation, though 
infinite difficulty; for Augustus, proud as 
J^tpie-c.mnent, recoiled from the drudgery 
JaomeutHry tuition,and was only reconciled to 
we arrangement which charged him with the 
wptnniendcace 0 f practising*, by the lively 
10 * 


ns 

greetings, mi cordial glances with which the 
ladies always smiled on nis approach. Full of 
that romantic gallantry, which deifies the sex, 
he could not be insensible to those involuntary 
courtesies which so gracefully acknowledged 
the supremacy of a dazzling appearance over 
the casual distinctions of rank and fortune; and 
the young Felisson.as polite as he was hand¬ 
some, was admitted on a familiar footing into 
the first houses in the town. But though feasted 
and admired there as much as Rosinim London, 
he became not enslaved by any one of bis fair 
entertainers; the heart of the elegant musician, 
formed to feel that excess of passionate attach¬ 
ment, immortalized by Petrarch and Rousseau, 
already beat with love strong as death, for one 
not as transcendaot but as comely as himself. 

Among tbe friends of the Pelissoo family, 
there was a French refugee from San Domingo 
by tbe name of Vernier, with his wife and three 
daughters. To tbe second of these, just bursting 
into womanhood, was rendered by all who saw 
her, that spontaneous homage witn which mor¬ 
tality might bow before a celestial visitant; for 
seldom or never was daughter of our earthly 
sphere so fraught with alt that bespeaks an ori¬ 
gin from on high—as fair, as gentle, and as 
simple as Eve in her first dignity of uiDocenoe, 
was Sophie Vernier. There was nothing of 
the Ju'no, or the Venus about her—nothing tiriil- 
liant or commanding to sparkle or impose; aiitf 
the charm of that heavenly face, perfect as it 
was in contour, colouring and feature,- yet lay 

in its transparent reflection of such inward sane. 

tity and singleness of heart as carried back tbe 

mind to tho image of our common mother walk. 

ing in the freshness of virgin beauty amid the 
shades of Eden. Thrown often together, though 
under those restraints which among the French 
always guard the intercourse between young 
men anarnaidens, there was nothing so natural 
as for Sophie and Augustus to reciprocate 

“Tho charming agonies of love 
• “Whose misery deiighfs.” 

He felt the passion in such guise as Byron’*- 
burning pen has shadowed forth in his innnortal 

“Dream;” in her t’was a sentiment chaste, soft 
and constant as herself. Long, timid and wlent 
was the probation of the lovers; for Sophie trem¬ 
bled to analyze the tumultuous tremor of nerve 
and heart beneath which she was ready to si nk 
in the presence of Pelissun. who on his part 
“owned by a thousand fonder rears,” misinterpre¬ 
ted her shyness, that surest mark of woman’s 
love, as men are ever wont to do. At length 
one summer evening, when all was brightness 
balm and silence, accident threw them together 
in he|father’s little garden: Sophie immersed 
in a ski reverie, stood amid a bower of yellow 
jessamine that ornamented the centre; languid 
troinheat and overpowered by the rich perfume 
around her, she plucked the flowers leaf by 
leaf, and blew them carelessly away with her 
breatb; through tbe trellis of the fragrant semen, 
she saw him, who, at that moment employed her 
thoughts, sauntering slowly up tbe walk, with 
something in his hand widen , he passion ateh’ 
kissed over and over again. The bosom of the 
lovely girl panted so violently and as he drew 
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near, that the remained i to Um apot, per- the morrow, bat little by little she became ante- 

suing her childish sport with redoubted industry, what infected, wkh the anxieties and ro s c s rcfc 
Pelisson entered the arbour,—and on i of the star-gazing lover.—and listened to 

her, started back in so much confusion that his prophetic fancies, and mysterious sublimity 
what he held dropped on the ground at Sophie’s jargon with alternate fear, and incredulity. One 
feet. Scarce knowing what she did, the igit&= clear, large star, which his sidereal admiration 
ted maiden stooped to pick it up, and in the ob- indicated as the emblem and arbiter of Sophie's 
iect of caresses so tender arid repeated beheld destiny, was watched, and waited on by the food 
her own beauteous resemblance. One deep devotion of Augustus with more than cbaldema 
blush, “celestial, rosy red,” that ever spread belief and perseverance; still its pure and trem- 
facc, neck and hands, even to her fingers f rads ulouslight beamed steadily, benignant,and ms- 
—one glance softly lightening from those large ny a fervent benison blessed the bright presage, 
dewy, starlit eyes, as they were Just raised from as it pursued its appointed path along the blue, 
the picture to his and instantly withdrawn, and ethenal sky,—4he symbol of a lot—not >plewdid, 
the whole secret was revealed, without a word but serene as the mild virtues of the angelic si- 
on either side; in the rapturous triumph into sion to whose service the romantic* astrologer 
v which he was thrown by this mute and precious had sworn himself. But even this auspicious 
avowal, Augustus caught her to his breast, and promise failed to satisfy a mind swayed by the 
held her there in speechless ecstacy, while im- endless misgivings of a melancholy and out- 
pressing on her innocent lips rnoured fancy—or rather the national appetite 

4t A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth and love.” for the obscure, and marvellous, “grow with 

From that hour (hebearts of the lovers were what it fed on,” till all other propensities, and 
laid open to each other. But they rarely met well nigh all other feelings were ahserfoed and 
alone—and neither thought ofseeking solace by forgotten in the eagerness wherewith he defer- 
clandestine interview »or written correspond- ©red himself up to the bewildering tUuswsis of 
ence. Sophie would have shrunk from such a bis idle and unprofitable studies. Summer was 
step as from sacrilege; and Augustus loved her gone;lhe mellow glow of autumnal pomp faded 
too truly and honorably to dream of purchasing away from theiovelv scenery, which, dsspemod 
his own gratification by leading her mtodisobe- abouttbe environsofVirginia’a metrofwfe 
dience or impropriety. 'They were content to her the sylvan rival of the renowned EngMsh 
enjoy the few delicious moments, with which Richmond; and each season left the lovers grow- 
efiance sometimes befriended them,—to look iag gradually less gay, but Peii woe's rotton 
forward to their union as .the epoch, whose ad- pryings into futurity, cams in aid of a constitu- 
vent was as sure as it was blissful,—and mean- tional gloom and potency of imaginative; and 
while sacredly to perform all that filial respect their mutual redaction was fearfully increased 
and decorous observance required of them, by other ^causes. Augustus fell sick at heart 

Both were a ware that the opposition of their pa- from many disappointments: hint impetuous adot. 

rents would be likely to impede their wishes, for a try of Sophie could ill -brook the tedium of ill-' 
a time; but when they-were together, all diffi- definite delay; and tlieirrit&b 
cult ic s would vanish before the amorous elo- which he began 4o«cen template the long period 
quence, with which the ambitiouo.youthdetailed inevitably intervening between his departune 
Ills v isions «f professional distinction abroad,and for Europe, and the attainment of such iiuicfe 
Sophie's con hdence in'her.powers of persuasion dence as might justify the lover m putting on 
at home. * Despite the natural. Violence of Pelis- the husband, led him, at times, to doubt and de- 
son’s passions, and his strong tendency to jeal- ny the possibility of ever arriving at that rappz- 
ousy, so implicit was his faith in Sophie's affec- rons consummation. Besides the busvaud fes- 
lion, and in Sophie’s truth, that he was compar- tive season had set in with winter. The State 
ativety free from the various pangs attendant on Legislature was in session, within the walls of 
the most prosperous love-suit But one cloud the Capitol— balls and parties rife in the faab- 
ever gathered todaririe their clear horizon, and ionable world; the city swarming with gay and 
that the fair creature whom it threatened was wealthy strangers, and all going “merry as a 
apt to treat as the fantasm of a fond imagination, marriage- bellT* the theatre too, that neutral and 
To the devotional turn of his maternal country, favourable haunt of all classes, was open, and 
Augustus added the true German gusto for as- graced nightly with full and applauding bouses, 
trotogy, and all difficult and superstitious love. Old Vernier loved dramatic entertauuMOts 
To these “derm-sciences,” he -applied himself in- with more than a Frenchman’s passion: so did 
cessantlyafter his engagement with MHe. Ver- the whole family, from the aged and frill band- 
nier, an& from planetary con figuration and sym- some grand-mother, whose words weae reverea- 

n ietic coincidence—from the portents of ce- ced as sacred oracles, down to the sprightly, 
ial signs, and terrestrial phenomena, and of little Cecile, the pet and play-lhing of<he happy 
P those dreams wherein he beheld the mystic *d- house-hold: the play was therefore the regular 
umbrarions of futurity,—he drew omens and fade of each evening, to the great dfeoompo- 
predictions of fair or dubious import, and disqui- sure of the-sonsitive Augustus, who, ♦though he 
\ cted or delighted himself, and not unfrequently loved to see his fair queen and the Resen par- 

ber—as the result of his calculations seemed taking of all diversions proper to youth, and sn- 
adverse or auspicious. Sophie was little givei noceoce; loved not to have her rare and retiring 
| tothese vain superstitions; the simple piety of charms so continually exposed to public admi- 

her nature and the joyous beedlcssness of youth, ration. Her father was intimate wiith jtU actors 
prompted her to enjoy the present good without »f celebrity,—the Coopers, the Greens, and 
anticipation of the At which might come with Twailses of that day; their most animated civili- 
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fist, sad elqpift hyperbole of compliment were 
o f co ma s Mml at die feet or fee exquisite 
taghter; and though fee delicate lover well 
knew that Sophie shrank from their expressive 
nibs tries and witty flatteries in dismay and 
d ■pleasure eqaal to his own, still the sight, the 
bare idea of her being thus beset, gave him so 
ranch pain that after*, wbiletbe ceased to make 
one of the lively group, from which he never 
sought howe re r to detach Mile. Vernier* Un¬ 
der raeh distarbance of feeling, *twas in vain 
that he had recourse to the occupations, that in 
ether days, had pleasantly‘beguiled his tiesore; 
pasting, mechanics, reading,even music, once 
the mastercpett of his nature, had lost all power 
todmipatn or allay bis troubled thoughts. Only 
in freahstraot depots of astrology,—in the vague 
rreoacdemeate, and bbortoot uncertainties 
of horoscope, divination by every sign, immate¬ 
rial inAsenoes, and all the exciting horrors of 
Gown m ys tifica tio n , could his unquiet spirit 
fed cengeoial fascination, and short respite 
fm (he image of bis beloved, conspicuous amid 
(hefty and promiscuous assemblage, into which 
m iviMs nightly thrown, as a pure and spotless 
lib, standing in majesty in a parterre of gaudy* 
bHyhsoks.' It was about this time that I obtain¬ 
ed^ fortune of an introduction to the surpas- 
iiif Wing, in whom shone such gentleness and. 
hernias instantly transported my fancy to the : 
iftarssting festival of Saency, and therfloral crown - 
there awarded to the fairest and most virtuous 
maiden. In truth the wore, at that moment, a 
wmth of white roses woven iote those locks 
■ ttsh, in length and riohness, might hare vied 
vifh Leila's “hyacinthine flow, 1 ’by the hand of 
10 forcedly envoked ter 
« hh <l Queen of the Rose.’ 1 
Separated in a. manner from Sophie's society; 
tliii iiiiiif Ikirn foreign .voyage near at hand; suf- 
fcrisg under fee < •meiuns of fastidious seuti- 
mwtand a foretaste of the tortures of intermi* 
cabin absence,—it is not wonderful that the hue 
of Mason's roosings darkened hourly. Hebe* 
rw,to his distrust of everything about him, to 
writ that the star of his birth was retrograde; 
tint though the radiant hieroglyphic of Sophie 
and fete yet kept its kindly aspect, there was 
mase malign and countenactmg ascendant 
amg the superior heavenly bodies, menacing 
their final happiness. #nce impressed with this 
fessns notion,he bent like other philososhers, 
««h feet to fit his theory—till the chain of ap- 
pdliag peugnosttefcs was almost complete in 
Alinkx at first, be strove against these ill-bo- 
&g fantasies, and chided the unmanly weak- 
ft*i that encouraged tlievn: but as proof seemed 
added ts presentiment, and presage after pres- 
ajpegkrea in grim array on bis excited in 
bn, he no longer made an effort to resist the 
*4 .Acts at* Htf own profane perversity of io* 
< ffe«tisu, but rather sought to strengthen and 
°«finn them. The very intensity of his devo- 
bn ts Mile. Vernier rendered him but the 
■jure tremblingly alive to aught indicative ef 
Guger or disaster to her, ana while gazing on 
“ft »weet brow where u clear chastity eat 
enthroned," his over-burdened heart 
^ndd relieve itself by whispering bis tale of 
Patents, and commentary of fears. Sophie had 


long been aware of this peculiar bias of mind, 
in Petkson, and for some time paid but little 
attention to his discourse on these gloomy to¬ 
pics. Living and moving in the happy glee 
of a young and guileless breast, every thing 
connected with her life and love, was tinged 
couleur de rose, by fairy feuev, and awakened a 
joyous anticipation. Satisfied, and what true 
and modest woman is not 3 ' with the dear delight 
of loving and being Joved again; and bred up in 
submissive respect to the ordinances of parent¬ 
al restriction,— of the two,the seraphic girl was 
by far least uneasy under the checks feat fet¬ 
tered their amatory commerce. She knew 
that he whom she deemed the master of honor 
and fidelity, was well and nearher; they met of¬ 
ten in company—some times, and how precious 
was the interview, alone; thus much formed her 
simple felicity,—for the diffidence of her pure 
and timid nature blushed at daring to cherish a 
warmer wish. Tit true she trembled and 
wept at the thought of parting; but she had by 
no means an adequate conception of the length 
of his probable stay in France and Italy, much 
less of the temptations -and difficulties certain 
thereto bestrew his path. Hitherto her attach¬ 
ment bad been to her a source of the softest 
pleasure; she had gathered and worn the flow- 
era of love without being pierced with the thorns 
—but the time was now come when she was 
made to feel that they had only been hidden; not 
lost their point Seeing the object dearent to her 
after heaven, downcast and disturbed, though 
by a visionary, and to her incomprehensible 
emotion; fee fair Sophie could but exert her 

tenderest powers to soothe and animate; in con. 

soling his ‘sorrow she insensibly shared it,— 
while trying to combat his arguments niicl appre¬ 
hensions, they often overcame her principled 
disbelief ef them. Still there was a cnarm, be¬ 
yond alt of past experience, in thus ministering 
to his peace and solace; the father of passion 
succeeded and effaced the placid sensation of 
joy; and never were their hearts drawn so close¬ 
ly together as while both shuddered in horror 
at the prospect of being severed soon, and for 
ever. When apart from Pelisson, Sophie 
thought not, with dread; but in pity of his pro¬ 
phetic alarms; ftwas only in his presence that 
tliey proved themselves powerful over her; and 
if she yielded to the contagion and he saw the 
bright tears“like pearls from diamonds dropt" 
gather in her eyes, as she listened to bis melan¬ 
choly language, it acted like magic in rousing 
him fromnis vain imaginings of woe. 

Mid-winter had now passed; the theatre was 
about to close and the Verniers bad not yet 
missed a single play. The benefits were most¬ 
ly taken, and the amateurs of the scenic art, 
crowded to enjoy the last and best treats. The 
proffenight of Piacide, a popular manager, was 
announced; a new piece translated for the oc¬ 
casion from the French by the learned profes¬ 
sor Girardin, offered great attractions, as did a 
wry superior corose dramatique. The fond 
Sophie felt relieved by the near cessation in her 
attendance; for she knew that Augustus was 
miserable while site was there surrounded—and 
her health scarce permitted such constant dis¬ 
sipation. In all the stiller combinations or op- 
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position which controlled or thwarted hi* reckoe mad the dread of be knew not what, but lone* 

mg, the “bright particular star,” that gqremed thing more terrible because unknown and in¬ 
ker mortal course showed no sign of change; no distinct, leaned from a high window in bis fit- 
ominous variance of token: and on this benign ther’s tense, which stood near the theatre* His 
and beauteous sphere^lhe eyes and hopes of the straining eyes alternately beat on two objects, 
unwearied lover alike rested through the long took cognizance of nothing else. All emotion 
sad hours that his divinity spent, less by her besides was to him paralizod and extinct; he be- 
own choice than the will of her friends, in ap- held only the star, presiding over his idol's des¬ 
pa rent enjoyment at the play-house. On Wed- tiny, and Hie quarter, wherein stood the building 
nesday a slight indisposition detained tiophic at wmch at that moment contained her. At first 
home. Augustus was there in the early part of the pulsations of his heart might have been 
the evening, butof course retired when the fam- heard and counted at the other end of the room; 
ily party went their usual way. That night as but, by degrees, as hour succeeded hour, and 
be gazed on the auspicious orb, and breathed the watches of the night wore heavily away, be 
orisons far her weal and safety, a thick Mack felt leu awfully shaken. His gaze was still 
cloud suddenly passed over the fair star; and it upon the far and favouring planet—and still as 
was visible no more. Chilled to the heart at the fatidical rays twinkled down upon him, soft 
this most frightful prodigy, he stood aghast, and luminous and clear, they re-assured bis 
like one stricken with thunder; when somewhat lightened breast,—and though be still watched 
recover^ from the first shock he stood shrink- what was to him a sacred light, 'twas less la 
ing from a hundred hideous surmises of super- terror than in rekindling confidence. All at 
ftutious dread—and watched, but in vain, for the once a deep shade catne over his vision—a dark 
reappearance of the lost star till the morning dense body shot before the lovely star, and it 
light surprised him there. The moment that was lost in primeval and utter darkness. At 
he could hope to gain access, he hastened to the the same instant, Pelisson’s desperate eyes 
abode of Mile. Vernier, whom he found smiling caught the aspect of the East—he turned them on 
in peaceful happiness like an emparadised an- a strong glare of red light, bursting forth, and 
gel. No opportunity then occurred of speaking spreading over that quarter of the sky. An in- 
particularly to her; so he returned in the eve- stant more, and be was in the open air, pursu- 
to relate his dark vision and consequent iug bis frantic way with the speed. of'ligntoiog 
agonies— and to beseech as if pleading for his towards the hideous eonfiajp'ation. Inoliicir 
salvation that she would, for once, consent to moment, and the laic silent streets resounded 
nil iif at home and let him with any other young with shrieks, and swarmed with people, flying 
female companions bear her company. But in the same direction— -the great barracks-bcU 
Sophie could with truth, assign no cause forde- rung out its rapid ajnd awful peal, far echoing 
itti her friends; her slight indispo- over all the surrounding < 
nil f ion had left no trace behind it; 'twas an old above the din of frenzied call on wife and hus 
and special acquaintance of her father, who was band, and child; of the clamor of the iron tongue 
that night to be patronised, and who had com- that sounded its hasty laram, and the rushing 
plimented them with scais in the manager's box: tramp of hundreds, wlio run they knew not which- 
and so little was she moved by the fond entrea- er, was heard from countless voices, the tremeo- 

ties and fore- bod ing fears of her agitated lover, dous cry of “Fire! fire I fire! The play.bowse 

that for the first time, she rallied him on them, is in alight blaze—and a thousand people burn- 

and refused to resign her owu judgment ing up in it !” 4 Augustus heard nothing, farm*. 

to hi* empassioned representations. They par- ly dashing aside whatever catne in his way. be 
ted; she to accompany her parents to the tuea- knew not that he drew bis breath till he reached 
trc.he to be miserable till they met again. the fatal spot. There raged the confirmation 
A brilliant audience filled the play-house, of his fckrful auguries. A radiance as if of day 
The night was calm, soft and starry as if to illuminated the whole atmosphere. A thousand 
tempt unusual numbers forth. How many blazes of living flame, crackling, hissing, roar- 
went forth tliat evening in the pride of gaiety ing, qpd darting their forked tongues into the, 
and beauty, and all the splendour of rich adorn- upward air, streamed around, and thro gh, and 
ment! How many that evening enjoyed their within the devoted building, and the human vic- 
first, perhaps their last play! How many eyes tiros that there met a fiery death, while from 
sparkled and hearts beat high, as the hour each door and window immense volumes of 
came that summoned to the most moral and fas- thick, sulphureous smoke broke forth, and ma¬ 
rinating of pastimes! within (lie crowded edi- Gendina slowly, hovered in solid masses, like tbc* 
ice, reigned lights and music, mirth and mimic huge mack wings of the fire-demon, waving 
show; without, all seemed to bespeak peace, in exultation over his sure prey. Never was 
harmony and repose,—though afterwards, omen there before exhibited an emblem so terribly 
and strange warning were remembered and sublime and vivid of the scriptural hell—for 
recounted as visibly foreshowing the wrathful from within came rending the cars, and wring- 
purpose of Heaven. ing the hearts of the spectators the fierce yell 

Twas midnight; all were sleeping save per- of masculine despair, the faint appealing shriek 
chance some anxious mother who zat up beside of girl-hood and infancy, the last screech, utter* 
the parlour fire, waiting the return of a sole edin mortal terror, and the loud, piercing, pro- 
daughter or young son, permitted in charge of longed scream, with which some wretch essay- 
some older relative to see the performance of ed to spring aside, as the broad winding-sheet 
the night. The tortured Augustus, writhing of flame came rolling onward and enwrapped 
under the pangs of a superstitious expectation, them like a funeral garment. 
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Tbmoadi *ood around tbe burning pile, and 
yet bo Up was rendered, f&t Hgd^y aid mm 
poweriew to save. All that the agopiaed look* 
en-on could do, vm done by urging sad Ire* 
daring the /ngb^oed crowd, pentup within the, 
waxing barriers, to throw themselves from any 
opening, and in raising and succouring as they 
fell oee by one to the ground, the bolder ones 
who heard and obeyed the eager and enoour- 
aging appeal, many, alas! only encountered 
death in another form, or escaped horribly 
maimed and mangled by tbe fall. Here might 
he seen some maddened father, rushing amid 
tbe fierce, flaring torrent of flame, and hot suffo¬ 
cating steam, mixed with showers of sputtering 
-sparb^to seek a helpless child; there a mother, 
trnog in the energy of distraction to fling her- 
*«f into death in rescue of her darling ones; J 
young daughters just growing up to womanhood,, 
were seen and beard oy the parent, whom they 1 
mainly called upon to save mem in that awful 
boor; sistore, and dearer yet than sisters, fell; 
bock from the windows into the fiery furnace, 
or were enveloped as they flew before the furi- 
«■» element,and brother and lover stood below, 
and beheld them perish unaided. No sight or' 
««#d©f Sophie Vernier, greeted the maniac* 
Augustus, as he burst with a mighty bound over-, 
each successive obstacle, and was 'lost to view;,' 
a an instant Ten minutes sufficed to finish 
the wo A of destruction, with a crash as horrible 
■ » the closing of the infernal sates, the stair- 
1 • case gave way, and fell beneath tbe hundreds 
I heaped upon it; then with a noise like the krad- 
«!t peal of splitting thunder, the roof tumbled 

*.theffamer were smothered by it, and all was 

•till vHfkin the smoking! ruin, save the broken 
omm, heard here and there from some crippled, 
5 half unconscious sufferer* Bat withoutrarose 
faw earth to sky, the wild, accusing cry, as 
ie whole of flie blazing and animatedinterior 
ns buried beneath the falling beams and raf- 
f«!fk humanity shrinks in silence from tbe spot 
the morning dawned brightly over the ca- 
koua city, and found the committees appoint* 
<dtu that duty pasting from house to boose, to 
a>cr*tain who were missing. Seldom before did 
to fierce monster death seize upon fchg>rey ir 
a faun so terrible and sudden. Ninety-six hu 
jwn beings, among them some of the first and 
Jot in the land were on that memorable 
i Hi&sday, the 29th of December, burned it o asb- 
| «»or scorched Into a crispy mass of oily cin* 
to*. Among them, by the inscrutable decree 
°(Providence, were numbered two of the Ver¬ 
ier family; thedecrepid grand-mother, the stiff, 
®wieldy father, the elderly mother, were 
spared and set aside for life; the eldest daughter 
to escaped: not so the sweet Sophie, light as a 
”90*1 zephyr—the agile Cecile, that outran 
to mountain fawn—tnevperished together in 
to first blush of youth. ’There was no vestige, 
w imperishable memorial, whereby to identify 
to remains of that angelic being, who thus 
down her innocent life; they made part of 
to general gathering, over whom floods of tears 
wept in pitying sorrow—but no holydaepejj 
<er kindred grief bedewed the mixed 

By kmmmemk not with the multiplied cere* 


monies, that bewailed tbe shoe king catastrophe, 
and attended the obsequies of the hapless suf¬ 
ferers* I-left the frenzied Pelissou struggling 
with supernatural might to force his entrance 
into the burning play-house; he was borne hack 
by the swaying movements of the crowd, tram¬ 
pled down and seen no more till next morning, 
when hirbruised and bleeding body was found at 
a little distance from the smoking heap of min¬ 
gled ashes* He was conveyed home, and care* 
fully nursed into a recovery of sense and some 
corporeal strength, but the fight of reason was 
lost forever. He recognised no friend and re¬ 
newed no occupation* At first he awoke to 
raging madness, and Che most severe methods 
were found necessary to curb his excesses* Bf 
degrees his violence subsided into a settled gloom 
and its paroxysms never re-appeared except 
when the implements of his astrological labors 
were presented to him in tbe hopeJhat hip com¬ 
plete oblivion of all former associations anight 
not extend to a pursuit to which he had once so 
devoted himself. He then flew on theperson, 
who held the offensive objects, tore him with 
savage ferocity, broke them into a thousand 
fragments and relapsed into a partial delirium , 
After the interval of a year, it was thought ad- 
|msable to remove him to Philadelphia, where 
he had since continued. A younger brother- 
for there was no sister remaining with him, and 
to his affectionate care, was owing the neat¬ 
ness and agreeable arrangement of his Chamber* 

Surrounded by tbe mementos of his past avo. 

cations and delights, and tarnished with " alfl 

means and appliances to multiply them.the 

unobservant Augustus knew nobody iroou r r o d 
to nothing—memory was a blank, no trace le 
past survived, save that each evening, at the 
twilight hour, he apostrophized hi® buried Jove 
in fondest repetition of the last discourse that 
passed between them, and lavished! his caress¬ 
es on a white rose always kept within his be¬ 
som, frequently renewed by Theodore* 

All tbewestof his time was employed *h tbe 
duties of a devotion, now become his sole princi¬ 
ple of adtion, and in executing with hi® moot 
sublime .powers, the fine music of the Catholic 
church services* How much or how little he 
remembered of ber who was so cruelly taken 
from him, : .is not known. Her fate is aptly im¬ 
aged in ihe lines prefixed to this faint Aketeht 
his is te be read in the records of a mad-hou«e: 
in pity and in admiration, I left him there a 
Lunatic* E. C. 


OLD BACHELORS. 

He who alone would ever live, 

Deserves to always live alone; 

No sympathy has he to give, 

No joys that he can call faus own. 

Like some uncultivated field. 

His breast all tenantless doth lie 
No fruitage the waste soil can yi«M» 

And buds of hope but spring to die. 

Marta! pleasures never cloy; unlike these of 
tbe body, (bey are increased by repetition, ap¬ 
proved by reflection, and strengthened by enjoy- 







118 


WASHINGTON— -AUTO-BIOGRAPHY OF M. OUT. 


From the Philadelphia 
WASHINGTON. 

BT HANNAH F. GOULD. 

When the clear son comes o’er the eastern hilts. 

And his bright face the world with glory fills, 

Where are the stars that fcmtncd the crown of night? 
Drowned in the splendour! dwindled oat of sight! 

So earth's great names grow less, and one by one. 
Fade, and retire from that of Washington, 

Who took through life his high, untrodden way. 
Unmatched, as o'er the skies, the orb of day! 

Return, ye mighty, yc Hlustrous dead, 

Whose shining <3beds on history hare shed 
Its purest radiance—who, from age to age, 

Hare left your naroos as st tr* npan the page 
Of tlie world’s annals! now return and play 
Your p tris ag lim and who shall we ir ths bay? 

Tire only wreath that has no blighted lcif, 

Will bind the forehead of our nation’s chief! 

Bring out your swords ye warriors, from the Bush 
Of their long slumbers! while a thousand blush 
For madly clashing in the useless strife. 

With bkod that tells of wanton sjiort with life, 

One, ivaAplempertd ,shines without * stain! 
Columbia's hero ne’er unsheathed in rain! 

By noble means, he noble ends pursued, 

WltOBe first, p-eai conquest was himself subdued. 

Ye Patriots come and all your breasts unveil 
To show which had the flame the lest to fail! 

TTb his who on ourcountryhi altar cast 
fliii dearest private interests, to the last. 

While self consuming for a people’* right, 

Rose in scloud of incense to the sight 
Of earth and heaven, till from a weary hand 
The baffled fbc-imn dropped his harmless brand. 
Statesmen and sages, come and cluster round! 

Who aimed so high reflections so profound 
As our great Counsellor! His mental view 
Pierced every shade, and showed a people through. ' 
He, a fhir pillar by a master hand. 

Sublime, towers o’er yon, rock-based, firm and grand. 
Wisdom, and strength, and beauty— these combined 
To form the structure of his perfect mind! 
Philanthropists, from every clime draw near. 

While in your midst wo set your high compeer. 
Rehearse your lives, and prove, if any can. 

Who honored God by purer love to man. 

That glowed within the bosom that is laid. 

In holy rest, beneath the cypress elude. 

Where Vernon gives our deathless friend a tomb. 

To slumber in his Lturcls all in bloom! 

Srtuls of the just made perfect ! which of you. 

More just and perfect—bade the world adieu, 

Thau our immortal Chieftain ? While he bore 
The high commission from his King, to poor 
Tlje oil of joy througltout a weeping land— 

To gives tunoo being by his hand; 

1 le, o’er the earth, with garments undefiled, 

Walked before Heaven os a little child. 

Spirit or Wawumctox! though often told. 

Tin*, story of thy desk must ne’er grow old, 

Till no young breast remains to be inspired. 

And virtue, valour, greatness have expired! 


Bat Aould the land whose bondage thou hast broke* 
Sport off her freedom for another yoke, 

0, look not down upon her—she wil be 
Debased, nor worth a Hither's smile fYom thee! 


From the New England Magazine. 
AUTO-BIOOR APHT OF MATUEW CARAT. 
LETTER HI. 

Rochefoucauld, who probably saw as deeply into 
the inmost rocetscs of the human heart, as any man 
that ever lived, stated as an aphorism, that “no man 
was ever more uni die another, thnu he whs occasion¬ 
ally unlike himself?* Some oiber etliicnl philosopher 
gatd, to the same purpose, that “ man is a bundle of 
contradictions.” Alas! for the honour of human 
nature, there is too much truth in both remaiks—and 
I am persuaded, that there hardly exists a human 
being, who does not frequently prove the truth of 
both. So far as regards roy single self, “ I plead 
guilty to tire soft impeachment,” and have, in the 
enrly part of my career, given full proof that I can 
claim no exemption. My coup d’essai, as a writer, 
was a violent tirade against the barbarous practice q$ 
duelling; and behold roe. in a very few short years, now 
nine full lilt, and provoking a duel, which, accouling 
to the strictest laws of chivalry, I might have avoid¬ 
ed, without dishonor. Behold me firing a pistol at a 
man, whom, notwithstanding mv ignorance of the use 
of fire arms, I might have kilted, and thus deprived a 

woman and five or six children ol their natural protec. 

tor, though I was conscious, at the -very moment, dl 
the enormity of the offence! Insight well say, "I 

see the right, and yet die wrong pursue.” A.last Alas! 

I repeat, for poor human nature! 

Having very few notes to guide me, and depending; 
therefore, as I do, almost altogether on my memory, 
in these loose sketches, I shall frequently omit to intro¬ 
duce incidents in their proper chronological orders; as 
events do not present tnemsdvcs to my recollection in . 
a regular, consecutive scries. In all such cased I shall 
noto down the items as they afterwards occur, without 
regard to anachronism. 

Two or three circumstances, just now recollected, fall 
within this category-, and ought to have been noticed 
in my first letter, if noticed at all,—perhaps the reader 
will think that they might just m well be omitted al¬ 
together. 

I happened to be in Crow^treet Theatre, Dublin, on 
the first representation oftbe Poor Soldier—oodinu* 
gre the genuine humour of the piece, the excellent 
music of the songs, and the admirable performance of 
the actors, I was to the last degree indignant at the 
introduction on the stage, of an Irish cowmd. Tho 
offence was, in my estimation, infinitely enhanced by 
the writer being an Irishman. I wrote next nay, and 
published in the Volunteer’s Journal, a violent 'attack 
on the piece—on the writer—and on the munager, Mr. 
9»iy» who had dared to insult an Irish audience by 
the representation of such a piece, the first in the 
British Drama in which an Irish cowatd is exhibited. 
British dramatists, when they introduced an Irishman 
on the stage, however they might have caricatured the 
character by bulls and blunders, and too often by low 
buffoonery, had never rendered an Irishman desptca- 
We by the display of cowardice. 

Daly called upon me, and expostulated on the in¬ 
jury he would sustain, ifi through my instrument alify, 
the piece should be damned; and urged, ns an impor- 
taut consideration, the large sum he had paid for the 
permission to have it performed. He begged and 
prayed I would forbear any further nttuck upon it. I 
was inexorable—and pledged inysrlf that whenever it 
was aboutto be represented, I would use the artillery 
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of the pus to d e c r y , and exaaportft the public aiainst 
it, we parted on very ill terms. 

Some days aft e rw a rd s, it wse anoounoed^it^ I 
renewed the attack, and urged the cjtiaens to muster 
strong at the Theaue on the night of the performance, 
to prore their national spirit, and to convince the 
■anger and his friends, that a Dublin audience was 
not to be insulted with impunity. Accoidmgly, large 
partial were made for the purpose, and we appeared ui 
gnat force. Daly, however, was not wanting to him. 
ttl£ He knew the arrangements that were being made, 
and took the necessary measures to defont the hostile 
farces. He gave innumerable posses, and hence a large 
majority ofthe audience was composed of his friends. 
The curtain rose—and as soon ne Darby are wared, the 
tarty opposed to I bo piece, begnn a general hissing and 

S But to our dismay, we aoon found we were 
outnumbered; and were obliged very reluctant- 
ass our warfare. The performance of course 
treat on peaceably; and such was the influence of the 
a*ri» of the piece, that before it was half over, those 
who had gone with the determination to put it down, 
if potable, and I among the rest, united in loud plau- 
4ik 

The result was perfectly analogous to a circum- 
fftuice that occurred in a very different place, and 
it ta assembly collected for a very different purpose; 
•fere 

“Those who came to scoff, remain’d to pray.” 

. Another incident took place about the same time, 
in the mme Theatre, of a much more serious charac 
Hr to the Manager, and which was in danger of pro. 
dtfisf fetal consequences. The Du-e of Rutland, 
whafhe assumed tree reins of government in Dublin, 
viceroy, was one of Ac most popular lieutenants 
that over were In Ireland At tb« Theatre# he used 
|ii lb greeted with (IIir most narked approbation, and 
owe cheers for the noble son of the illustrious Mar. 
$wi <A Granby,” were re-echoed by die whole house. 

llery. But having urged forward 
«■« mj obnoxious measure, his sun or popularity 
» forever, and he was among the most odious of 
wilt ricerageat*. Having ordered a play, (i be usual 
wfc of intercourse between the Castle and the Tltea* 
*»* oo * particular night, parties wore formed on a very 
n iiiiiiw scale, to give bun a strong and very poequivo- 
re dctnonsUation of the popular indignation and the 
fftetil disapprobation of his conduct. Tickets were 
«*nboted by hundreds. Daly, from whom these 
machmatioos could not be concealed, deter. 
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ttiaie oppressively crowded. He bad, moreover, half 
‘too ruffians placed at the wings of the stage, with 
that could out-Ptentorixe Mentor himself. As 
M as the curtain rose, began the tug of war. Both 
JJrtire exerted themselves with might and main; but 
j* Myites put down the others, yot not so effectual, 
jj *3 to prevent frequent growls to annoy the Duke 
*d the auditory. Tie result was regarded ns a signal 
tr * fi ®pb on the part of the adherents of the viceregal 
and mourned as a defeat by their opponents, 
ftecoertiem, elated with the victory, bad a play or. 
«re m about a week or ten days afterwords. Their 
*b«*aries were resolved to leave nothing undone to 
«®*io the ground they had lost, and made redoubled 
The Volunteer’s Journal wa deficient 

® e *trtuns to fan the flame, and serve the ffood 
awe. 

At length armed the nights 1 * the awful night, big 
fote” of Rutland’s popularity, and of Dal? 
» r the season. On the entrance of the Duke 
55 rtwe, the orchestra struck up as usual, 
W mm the king,” the acton and acireeses tit 


their appearance on the stagy, and commenced the per. 
formance. Bat for any refect they produced on the 
tympanums of the spectators (not auditor9 y for audi 
tory, astar as regarded the players and the music, three 
was none) they might as well have been on the sum. 
mil of Kil worth mountains. Never was there a more 
complete conglomeration of hideous sounds and yells 
heard out of Pandemonium. This was the vocal pert 
of the entertainment, to whicb,in melody^he orchestral 
part did not yield an iota. Corn-craiks, watchmen’s 
rattles, whistles, small drums, and every other con. 
ccivable thing calculated to make a noise, united tbeir 
powers to hail the appearance of the Duke of Rut¬ 
land. The harmony of these musical instruments, 
was broken in upon by stentorian vociferations of 
“torse groom for the degenerate toneftke illuetrume 
Marquee* of Granby.” And such groans were re¬ 
echoed through the house as would almost ha*e suf¬ 
ficed to awaken the dred. Only think of 800 or 1000 
persons screaming at the Ac top of their voices, M throe 
groans.” &c. It beat the confusion among the build* 
ers of the Tower of Babel. 

After the pbiyers had been on the stage for 10 or IS 
minutes, the curtain was lowered—«ntl m a short time 
was again raised, in the hopes that the popular efferves¬ 
cence had subsided. But ike hope was fallacious^*, 
the mine “ dulcet harmony of sweet sounds” was re- 
newed. The curtain was again lowered, and agai* 
raised, with the same hopes and the same success. 
But it being found that the audience were inflexible, 
the Duke, and his suite, and the grandees, left the 
theatre. All the rest of the aaaemWeti multitude 
(quorum pam pars foi) ntshed out and ehased him 
and his followers through the streets, shontmg and 
groaning, till wo were arrested in our career by the 
castle gates. Ten or a dozen Scotch hor 
out ofiL 1 castle yard among us, who h 
triurapm for wo fled with as much precipitation as a 
flock of sheep pursued by a hungry fox. It wits s 
denouement for which we had made no calculation. 

As the frog said'to die boy in the fable, flilii waa 
sport to us~-but it was dsoth to Duly. Toe theadre 
from that night forward during the whole season, 
became unfasniouable. and was deserted. I have been 
in the boxes when Mrs. Skldons, who was engaged 
that season, played to less than one hundred persons. 
A custom had formerly prevailed, of dkmhaog the 
audience, and putting off the play, when there were but 
few persons present; but Daly had pledged himself 
never to put off a play, whatever number of persona 
might be in tlie house. 

ft is almost certain (hat there scarcely ever was a 
correet biography, whether penned by the party, or 
by friend or foe, in which there were not vanoua 
episodes to Love, that universal passion, Some such 
adventures foil to my lot. Of these episodes, 1 shall 
pem over all but one. 

As I was about to go into the country previous to 
my interview with the Marquess dc la Fayette, I wife 
two or three times in company wilh a young lady, a 
Miss Boys, (daughter of a commodore BoysJ of con. 
siderable attractions, with whom I was somewhat 
smitten. Her charms were, I confess, more pesonal 
than intellectual; but it is well known that at 24 or 3A 
the biped, man, more generally chooses a partner of 
the other sex by the eye than by the ear. I persuaded 
myself perhaps without reason, as is not (infrequent 
occurrence in such cases, that my addresses would not 
fas acceptable. But in the uncertain state of my af. 
fain. I scorned to attempt to gain her affection*— 
Before commencing ray raericatrei ) fete desirous of 

a naming tow for, in the event of foe ynlnd of my 

funds, ny ad dre ss e e would be a rrn a tt j fr fohsrfaher 
and family; and accordingly waited on her lather; can. 
dhttv revealed the whole of my shaatiop; and stated 
that all nqr present mean* were cdnfined to a far 
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gninoM}lh>t I had reason to expeet a remittance ©» 
XfiOO; that if it arrived,! should commence the book- 1 
selling and printing business; that in the mean time, I 
proposed retiring to the country for a few wrote and 
was desirous oi knowing, whether, should my expec¬ 
tations be fulfilled, he would be satisfied to adn 
as a suitor for his daughters hand. This procedure 
was, I presume, perfectly fair and honourable, and en¬ 
titled me to be favourably heard. Had he received me 
with a corresponding frankness, 1 should have an¬ 
nounced my views to his daughter, with the same 
openness and freedom front disguise. He was, I 
believe, very poor,but proud and huugh:y as a Spanish 
Don Juanas Lopez ae Mendosa de Olivares, He 
told me that there had been a great many unfortunate 
matches lately mode with foi signers; ana that he eould 
for the present say nothing on tne subject* This- was 
not very flattering. Had he said, that, provided he 
found my character and conduct correct and fair, he 
would be content to let me essay to make an im¬ 
pression on his daughter’s heart, 1 would) have been 
satisfied. It was ail i could reasonably expect Bui 
da addition to the uniuviting sentiments which he ex¬ 
pressed, his hauteur and manner were so cold and re¬ 
pelling as to chill me* My Irish blood was roused. 
Fortunately Cupid’s arrow had not penetrated far. The 
wound was only skitMleep, and instantaneously ci¬ 
catrized. 1 gave up his daughter almost without a 
nil or a pang. 

Alter I linii III commenced printing the Pennsylvania 
Herald, the young lady and her aunt same to my 
office on some frivolous business, apparently with a 
view to renew the acquaintance. But I was very 
•ool on the subject. Tbs hauteur of the old don had 
w holly effaced I lie very slight impression she had mads. 

2 never saw her more She died shortly afteAsrds* 
Philadelphia, De c. 183& M* CAREY* 

From the RetixiouN Souvenir. 

PAUL BEFORE THE AREOPAGUS. 

Hi! of Mars, for he is there. 

That wondrous man, whoac eloquence doth'touch 
The heart like living flame. With brow u abb ach’d 
And eye of festrle** ardor. he confronts 
That high tribunal, with its pea of flint. 

Whose irreversible docroe must pale 
/The Gentile world. All Athens gathers near— 

Fickle and warm ofheavt, and fond of change. 

And full of strangers, and of those who pass 
Life in the klle toil, to hear or tell 
Of some new thing. See hither throng the bands 
Of Epicurus, wrapt in gorgeous robe. 

Who seem with bright and eager eyes to ask, 

“What will the bablcr say?” With front austere 
Stand a dark group of stoics, sternly proud, 

^nd predetermined to confute, but still 
’Neath the deep wrinkles of their settled brow. 

Lurk* some unwonted gathering of their powers 
As for ho common foe. With angry frown ^ 

Sulk the fierce cvnics, anxious to condemn. 

And prompt to punish; while the pstient sons 
Of gentle Plato bind the listening soul 
To search for wisdom, and with reason’s art 
Building the fair mart. 

Behold the throngs 

Prow on the Quaker, drawing still more dose, 

la denser codes, as his thrilling tones 

Speak of the God who Srarneth every when 

Men to repent,' and of that ftnrftil day 

When he shall judge the world. Loud tumult wallet. 

The tide of strong emotion hoarsely swdls. 


And that West voice b tile need. They hire mocked 
The ambassador of Heaven, and be departs 
From their wild circle. But his graceful hand 
Points to an altar with its mystic scroll— 
ir Th* Unknown God . 1 

Ah, Athens, is h so? 

Thou who didst exown thyself with woven rays 
As a divinity, and called the world. 

Thy pilgrim wowhipper, dost tliotrconfesa 
Such ignorance and shame? The Unknown Godf 
While all thy hillocks and resounding streams. 

Yea, every bean that heats within thy walls. 

May choose fei temple and its priestly two. 

Victim and gariand; and appointed rite; 

Thoii raak’at the gods of every realm thine ow^ 
Fostering with boundless hospitality 
All forms of idle worship. €»iut be 
That still ye found not him who is so near , 

* To every one of us,—in whom we live, 

And move, nnd have a being ? He of whom 
Thy tunefal poets spake with childish awe; 

And thou Philosophy, whose art refined 
Did aim to pierce the labyrinth of Fate, 

And compass with thy fine spun sophist web. 

This mighty universe, didst thou foil short. 

Of the Upholding Came? 

The Unknown GodT 

Thou who didst smile to find an awe-struck wockfc 

Crouch to thee as a pupH; weft than Mini? 

Blinder than be wlio in his humble exit. 

With hardened hand, hit d«if labor done, 

Turnetb the page of Jeans, ami doth read, 

With toil, perchance, that the trim schoolboy mocks. 
Counting him in hk arrogance a fool; 

Yet shall this poor way-faringmsn lie dnvrn. 

With such t hope as thou oouldst never teach 
Thy king like sag hi, yea. a hope that plucks 
The sting from-death— the victory ftoavthe grave. 

L. H. St 

Hartford, Conn. 

THE BAILOR’S SONG. 

Forget me not, when midst the winds careessig, 

I pour my song of tenderness to thee. 

When e’er the wave my ieyoua bark is steering. 
Forget not me! 

Forget me not, when million stars are beaming. 

And the fair moon is shining tranquilly; 

In thought’s sweet visioii when my heart is dreaming, 
Forget not me! 

Forget me not, when all those stare are melting 
In the moon’s light—and the sun's rays we see, 
Where last night’s tamps the firmament were belong, 
Forget not me! 

Forgot me not, when the storm spirits waking. 

Make war on man, and tempests furiously, . 

Pillars of earth and dome ot heaven are shaking. 
Forget not me! 

Forget me not, when into fury dashing. 

The swarthy billows furrow the deep* sea; 

When ail the elements are fiercely clashing, 

Forget not roe! 

F org ot roe not, in twilight, mom or oven. 

When on the waves the stare sink smumgly, 

I think of thee, as saints converse with heaven. 

Forget not me! 
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HOUM UO TU un 09 con*. 

On the bank of the lake of Cooks between 
C/ico and Forno, it seated the elegant vOla 
called La Plininia, from its being coqjectored 
to be the site of a boose belonging to the younger 
Piny. On’tbe general beauty of this new it is 
nimmwiy to expatiate. 

Tie hill rising behind the rilla, is cowered 
with a variety orWnnant foliage; not interfer- 
iag, however, too much with the picturesque ef¬ 
fect of the nigged eminences, over which the 
foe cataract to the south dashes with impetuos¬ 
ity. The villa , itself is. delightfully situated, 
api may be said to gaze upon itself in the trans¬ 
parent mirror of the lake, with as much compla¬ 
cency as the toms of Ariosto. 

in the court yard of this villa is seen the cu¬ 
riam intermitting spring which the two Plinys 
m highly admired, and of which they have left 
usfegaot description# According to the elder 
ffcy, it ebbs and flows every Sour, but the 
jinger Watte that this phenomenon occurs re- 
griany three times a day. 

The lake of Como is one of the most beautiful 
i vefl as one of the most extensive of the Ital- 
Mlsfees* Though it receives but one river, 
In Adda, it is nevertheless subject te consider- 
, especially when agitated by the 
wad. With cure and prudence, however, the 
mt Ration is attended with scarcely any danger. 


w* amviMPiiACB of ihakspbare. 

Shakspeare was born on the 93d of April, 1564, 
and died on the anniversary of his birth-day, 
lQ€Javing completed his fifty-second year. His 
father, according to samp writers, was a dealer 
a wool, according to others a butcher, and ac- 
cording to others a gjover. William was, the 
■wend of eight children. In regard to his early 
(to tier® is much uncertainty. It is pro- 

fobte. however^ that be learned Latin in the 
icdMikin his native town: the French and \tal- 
ha, which be often Introduces in his plays, be 
*■? have icqoared afterwards by himself. Be- 
ta he was sixteen years old, his father required 
mtH in hu trade s and, in his eighteenth year, 
si named Anne Hathaway of Sbottery, who 
W|i twenty-five years of age, and who became 
It mother, In 1583, of his favorite daughter Sa¬ 
nta, and, in 1584, of bis two children, Haqanet 
ta Judith. It must have been soon after this 
Mthe visited London. The time usually as- 
aped is 1586, when he was in his twenty-se- 
ofodyear; but the cause of his leaving his Da¬ 
ta piece, as well as his connexions and pros- 
tatsm London, are unknown. Rowe relates, 
ta others have adopted the opinion, that, hav- 
nflfelen into bad company, be was induced 
jaore than once to assist his associates In steal- 
■tdeer from the park of Sir Thomas Lucy, of 
Charicote, near Stratford. For this be was 
Kmecutod by that gentleman so severely, that 
Jit first wrote a satirical ballad on him r and 
nrords fled from his home to avoid arrest. 
Mfcwy, however, does not rest on 
, knee to entitle it to credence! 1 Without 
tatting on the circumstance, or crediting ano¬ 
ther improbable story of holding horses at the 
tar ofa theatre fiwhfeHvclihoo£weshau nad a 
11 


1 motive for his visitingLondon, and re¬ 
sorting to theatre, by knowing that be had a 
relative saa townsman alreadyestablished there, 
and in some estimation. This was Thomas 
Green, a comedian. He became an actor, but, 
according to Rowe, he never rose higher than 
the perfarhi&nce of the ghost, in his own Ham¬ 
let Otheri, however, have endeavored to prove 
that he was an excellent actor. His greatest 
patron was a friend of Essex, the earl or South¬ 
ampton, who is said to have presented him, on 
mm occasion, with a thousand pounds. Queen 
Elizabeth, who was much delighted with bis 
Falstaff in Henry IV, is said to have ordered 
him to write another play, in which the facetious 
knight might appear m lore, which gave rise to 
the Merry Wives of Windsor. He was also 
favoured with a letter from James I, in return, 
as doctor Fanner supposes, for the compliment 
in Macbeth. How long he acted has not been 
discovered; but he finally became a proprietor 
and manager, by license, of the Globe theatre in 
Southwark; and it was in this situation that he 
afforded Ben Johnson the opportunity of appear¬ 
ing as & dramatic writer. Having a' sobriety 
and moderation in his views of life, not very com¬ 
mon in the profession which he adopted, the 
great dramatist retired early, with a respectable 
Fortune of from 300/ to 300/ per annum, equiva¬ 
lent, perhaps, to 1000/ in our own day, and spent 
the remainder of bis life in ease, retirement, and 
tlie conversation of his friends. For some years 
before his death, he resided in Stratford- in at 
house which continued in the possession of his 
descendants until the restoration, Gar 
Macklin, and others, were entertained, in 1743, 
under the mulberry-tree planted by Shakspeare. 
The bouse wes afterwards jmM to a clergyman 
fbf the name of Gastrel, who. being rated nor .the 
poor higher than it pleased hi in to pay, peevish¬ 
ly declared that the bouse should never pay 
again i and, from ill-will to the inhabitants of 
Krmtford, who were benefitted by Jhe company 
it brought to the town, he pulled it down, mm 
sold the materials. He haffpreviously cut down 
the mulberry-tree .for fuel; but a silversmith 
purchased the whole of it, which he manufactur¬ 
ed into memorials of the poet. 

Though the shrine of many a catholic saint 
has had more numerous, yet none had evermore 
sincere or enlightened devotees, than those who 
have paid homage tothegenius of Shakspeare, 
at Stratford-on-Avon. The room which is there 
shown as that in which the immortal bard was 
born, is covered in every part with the names of 
visitors; even the ceiling, the sides, the project¬ 
ing chimney, and every partition of the sur¬ 
face, have been written on. A listof the names 
would exhibit all the rank, character, and ge¬ 
nius of the age. Among these names are those 
of the present king of England, the duke of Cla¬ 
rence, and of at least onehalf of the members of 
both bouses of parliament; as well as those of 
many distinguished foreigners, among whom are 
Locien Bonaparte, and the Russian and Aus¬ 
trian princes* who visited England since the 
peace. Even the tomb or Shakspeare, and his 
bust are in like manner covered with names, 
proud of an association with him, M who was not 
fom^cJ 1 On the scroll, under the effigy, is 
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the Dima of M Wallaeliy,” inscribed by tha i»c- 
cessive viceroy of Hindoatan and Ireland him- 
ealf, and near it the name of Lncien Bonaparte, 
mi m the following lines:— 

u The eye of Genius glistens to admire. 

How memory hails the sound of Shakspeare’s lyre; 
One tear I’ll shed, to form a crystal shrine 
Of all that’s grand, immortal and divine.” 

From the engraving which is appended, it will 
be seen that a portion of the hum ole dwelling in 
which he was born is now occupied by I he Swan 
public house, the other part is occupied fay a 
butcher’s shop; these two tenements were origi¬ 
nally but one house—the birth place of the poet, 
the spot where he drew the first breath of life, 
where fancy 

-fed the little prattler, and with songs 

Oft sooth’d his wondring ears. 

In a lower room of this public house is a curious 
ancient ornament over the chimney, relieved in 
plaster,which from the date, 1606, that was origi¬ 
nally marked on it, was probably put up at the 
time, and possibly by the poet himself, is a rude 
attempt at historic representation which has 
passed unnoticed by most of the multitude of 
visitors that have been on the spot, as it is not 
generally known. The motto runs thus, in old 
English Mack letter, 

Gotith comes with swoid and spear. 

And Davkl with a ding, 

Although Gulith rage ana swear, 

Down David doth him bring. 

In the corner of the chimney, stood an old oaken 
chair, which had for a number of years received 
mdorers as the celebrated Shrine 
of the Lady of Loretta. This relic was pnrchas- 
ed in 1790, by the Princess Ozaiteryska. She 
Tirade a-visit to tbit place in order to obtain in- 

thmtHie often sat in this clurirfsta placed^her¬ 
self in it and expressed an irresistible desire to 
become a purchaser, which she accomplished 

after much difficulty, at the price of twenty gui¬ 
neas. 


THE SHOW. 

RTTN-maia. 

The Air, the Ugbt, the sparkling mow 
By cootie breexe or whirlwind driven, 
Thau seek’st the changefkl world below, 

And wendbt thy way from heaven:-. 

© I thou maybt shame the purest heart. 

For Parity itself thou art! 

The virgin snow—the chaste, th* free, 

Tbe myriad winged—the stainleoa white! 
The mountain’s brow is wreathed with thee, 
As with a wreath of light: 

And garments of the vestal bride 
Are very darkness by thy side. 

For thou dost clothe our psreot Earth 
With m atch le w robes, asdbsfst her throw 
Tire tboamnd radiant snabeams forth— 
Bright as the gems that glow 
Above the pezpte throne of Night— 

When thou hast kissed the morning tight. 


Thine icides in radiance bright. 

In hollow caves and ancient halls, 

Are hung like crystal lamps of light, 

That gladden festival* 

Thy floor of frost-work tbon hast spread. 
Clear as tbe ocean’s coral bed. 

The avalanche in thunders dread, 

The might of man indignant scorns; 

The wild volcanic furnace red 
Above thee ever burns; 

And o’er tbe vast Siberian wild, 

Thou slowest as a new-born child. 

Tbou art too poor for subject earth,— 

And thou hast made thy loved abode 
In giant regions of the North, 

Where foot hath never trod: 

There thou hast pitch’d thy thousand tents, 
And reared thy dcathls— monuments— 

Where thou ne’er foel’st the bosom throb— 
The heart give forth the crimson flood— 
And where thine everepotless robe. 

May not be stained with blood, 

Nor Death's high feast, nor scattered arms, 
Bedim tbe lusture of thy charms. 

Emblem of God! effulgent snow! 

The beautiful, unspotted vast— 

Unto the frir green earth below 
Tbou ootnest on the blast; 

O! tbou msjte ■home the purest heart— 
For Parity kselfthou an! 


Krona the Georgia Telegraph. 

THE OCEAN. 

I have been on Continent mtntl Idea, 

When War and Peace dwelt there; 

And wandered o’er the ruined Piles, 

And breathed their perfumed air— 

But where a scene eo wildly grand. 

So boundless, or so free. 

As where in distance sinks tbe land— 

Tbe Ocean still for me! 

The gilded halls of Kings I’ve trod. 

Aim mingled midst their crowd, 

Pve wandered where Alhambra stood. 

The beautiful! the proud!— 

But not for me are scenes like these. 

Nor valley, brook, nor tree, 

The sea t oss’d bark, the wave, the breeze— 
The Ocean still tor me! 

I’ve rambled over field and fern. 

O’er mountau, vale, and wood; 

And hunted ’midst the wildest glen. 

And woo’d its solitude— 

But give me still my ocean home. 

And ever merry sea: 

Contented ever there I’d roam— 

The Ocean still for me! 


I’ve been where Earthquakes shook tbe pole. 


See mountains from their bases roll. 
And cities crushed to sand— 

As others wilL I lore the ware, 

And its wild revelry; 

Home of the daring and die brevs— 
Tbs Ocean still tor me! 
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m piBTore am hitui i, 

BT JOHN MALCOLM. 

On* fatal lememfannce, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak Aade alike o'er our joys and woes. 

To which life nothing darker nor brighter can bring, 
For which joy hath no blame and affliction no sting. 

Moot! 


Passing 006 evening along the piazzas of Co- 
reot-Garden theatre, I entered the boose, and 
with some difficulty wedged my way into the pit, 
which, owing to the first appearance of a new 
play, was more than usually crowded. 

Whether the fault was in the piece itself or in 
the acting I cannot say, bat, certain it is, I felt 
little or no interest in the performance, and be- 
gia—as is ostial in such cases—to look about, 
and to seek amusement in a surrey of the com- 

"time I was busily engaged in scanning the 
faces around me, 1 obmnrred that my own was 
itifigsatly perused by a gentleman dressed in 
black, who was sitting dose beside me. 1 look¬ 
ed at him in my torn, and felt a dim and con¬ 
fined remembrance of having seen him before. 

“ If I am not much mistaken," said the stran¬ 
ger, “your name is-?” 

“Your acquaintance with ray name," replied 
1/confirms the conjecture that 1 bad begun to 
fiifiiij Unit f ii mi I in hi is not unknown to roe, though 
it this moment I cannot recollect it, or tell when 
and where 1 have seen you.” 

“Is it possible,” returned be, “that a few years 
poedin India can liave wrought such a change, 
tjhit yon cannot recognize your old friend Mor- 

Morris, indeed,it was} and after the first burst 
of pleasure and surprise, at this unexpected 
[Meting, was over, we left the theatre, and ad- 
jonmed to a tavern in the neighborhood, where 
■ii partook or a light repast As soon as the 
topper equipage was mmoved and we were left 
to ourselves, “I congratulate you,” said I, “upon 
your return to your native country, and almost 
Dry you the feelings arising from it, which 1 
1 bare no doubt more than compensate for the pain 
of absence and privation;—indeed, the trials of 
a few yean spent abroad are not to be regret- 
^d, since they enable us to appreciate and enjoy 
tbe comfort® and delights of home during the rest 
of our lives.” 

u Yoa are mistaken," replied Morris; “the en¬ 
viable feelings which you suppose 1 possess, exist 
but In your imagination, as they once did by an¬ 
ticipation in mine; but let not him who has so¬ 
journed in a distant land, give way to his long- 
ugi to revisit the scenes of his childhood and re¬ 
trace tbe walks of his youth,—let him keep the 
Momitaiiis and the sea betwixt him and his place 


•f birth. Shrined in his heart and glowing with 
the light of happier days ? lies that Fairy land of 
omwry; but to revisit its scenes would be to 
*uh the picture with shade, arid to strike out 
hum it tfae fair familiar faces, that gladden our 
dreams, or touch them with the dreary traces of 
tuaeHlet him therefore enjoy the beauteous 
rnioo as it exists in memory, hut not seek to 
new the reality with a faded eye and a disen- 
chained heart/ 

“lam well aware that all our enjoyments come 
uort of ear anticipations, yet 1 tour there must 


fasve been mm untoinufdcironMtonces In your 
case which have 'mingled unhappy associations 
with the senses which should naturally give rise 
to tbe sweetest emotions.” 

“That is too true,” said Morris with a sigh,— 
e is in my case a circumstance of sorrow 
that well may cloud the brightest day and tbe 
fairest scene; and though perhaps it is wrong in 
me to trouble you with a record of my errors and 
sufferings, yet, since b> communication we light¬ 
en the burden of our woes, I know you will for¬ 
give me.” He then began as follows;— 

“I had nearly completed the course of educa¬ 
tion which is generally considered sufficient for 
young men destined to seek their fortunes 
abroad, when, through tbe interest of an uncle 
who bad been long resident in India, Iwas ap¬ 
pointed to a cadet ship in the Company’s ser¬ 
vice. 

“I left the scene of my studies in order to pay 
a farewell visit to my relatioos in the North 
Highlands of Scotland, and for that purpose took 
my seat in the mail coach, which Drought me, 
at a turn of tbe road, within a few miles of my 
birthplace, where I left it, and, striking off front 
the highway proceeded on foot towards my na¬ 
tive gtatt. 

“It was Sabbath morning, and as I advanced 
upon my journey I began to see the ‘dweller® of 
the hills’ assembling towards the church, and to 
hear the chime of the bells. Before the com¬ 
mencement of divine service, I also had reached 
it, and entered in along with tbe humble friends 
and companions of my early youth. 

“In a few minutes a middle aged gentleman 
walked in, accompanied by hi® wife and daugh¬ 
ter ^ and seated themselves in a pew almost op¬ 
posite to the one which 1 occupied; and by toe 
stir and bus tie of cariosity which their entrance 
.excited among the congregation,I guesaa 
they were strangers in that part of the country. 
There was nothing remarkable in the appear¬ 
ance of the gentleman, except an expression of 
worldly shrewdness, which I felt to be disagree¬ 
able; but his wile had a mild and dignified de¬ 
meanour, and his daughter was one of those who, 
once seen, are never to be forgotten. 

“She might then have been about the age 
of seventeen; but her countenance had more 
thoughtfulness and feeling than generally be¬ 
long, or indeed seem natural to such early years. 
Her features were not of that regular descrip¬ 
tion with which painters and sculptors body 
forth as their conceptions of perfect beauty, but 
possessed in a far greater degree, tbe power of 
fascinating tbe beholder; for they beamed with 
that light of tbe soul which tbe cunning of the 
pencil cannot steal; nor need I regret that it bad 
not the power to fix upon earth the image of that 
beauty which is now in Heaven, since the pic¬ 
ture is better engraved on my heart; and there, 
at least, tbe cheek hath not lost its rose, nor tbe 
eye its ray. But to return. 

“The service of tbe day commenced, and the 
sermon seemed to be a farewell address to men 
about to leave their country, and to seek a home 
in a distant land. They were exhorted not to 
despond because their place of refuge lay beyond 
the great waters,—they were reminded that God 
it every-where present, and would be with them 
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In the wide wilderness a§ much as in l! haunts 
of men; that we are at beat, bnt stranger* and 
sojourners upon earth, as all our fathers were,— 
and that haring here no continuing city, we 
seek one to come. 

“These passages of the sermon seemed to gire 
pain to the strangers; by which circumstance 1 
conjectured that they were a family which had 
been expected for some time past in the parish, 
and that the gentleman was the person woo haa 
taken a leajie of the surrounding district for the 
purpose of throwing it into sheep farms; in con¬ 
sequence of which, so many poor people were 
about to be turned adrift upon the world, and 
obliged to seek a home in the wilds of America. 

“When the service was concluded, the stran¬ 
gers left the church, and passed hastily through 
the crowd, who eyed them in sullen silence as 
they walked along the glen towards a bouse late¬ 
ly erected by the proprietor of the district for 
his new tenant, by which circumstance my con¬ 
jecture respecting them was confirmed. 

“There they go!” exclaimed an aged woman 
who had once seen better days,—“there they go, 
but the blessing of the poor goeth not with them! 
1 had hoped,' 1 continued she, “to have been al¬ 
lowed to die where I have lived, and to lay me 
down in peace beside my fathers: but it may not 
lie,—the stranger hath come and left me neither 
house nor home; yet mark my words. Yon 
blighted tree was once strong and flourishing; 
it fed upon destruction, for its stem was in the 
grave, and was nourished by the tears of the 
widow and the fatherless; but the thunder came 
at last; it scathed the boughs, and the trunk 
withered; and so shall it fare with the despoiler 
of the poor. The hope of his heart, the child of 
his love shall perish,—even yon young maiden, 
fair a flower though she be as ever gladdened a 
cottage or graoeda court; 'but it needs not the 
vision which is now upon my soul to foretel her 
doom; for there is that on her pale and thought¬ 
ful face, which to the experienced eye of a moth¬ 
er, who like me, has seen her own fair daugh¬ 
ters drop away, speaks of an early grave.*' 

“I was much shocked at this speech of the old 
woman, whose denunciation of death against the 
young, beautiful, and uooffendinggirl had some¬ 
thing fiendish in it, which curated my blood, 
and seemed the curse of the withered heart on 
which the prophet spirit had come down before 
death. 

“1 arrived at my destination in the evening.— 
It was the bouse of a friend with whom ray sis¬ 
ter resided, who was the nearest living relative 
I had. 

“Wo were happy to meet, and had much to ask 
and communicate. 1 retired to bed at a late 
hour; but the image of the fair stranger whom I 
had seen at church, and which had engrossed my 
waking thoughts, came back upon my dreams 

“I will not dwell upon the minute details of 
the progress of my affection for the fair Emma. 
Suffice it to say, that 1 soon became acquainted 
with the family, where 1 was a frequent visiter; 
and my sister being the only young woman of a 
rank corresponding to her’* in that part of the 
country, they were often together, and I had fre¬ 
quent opportunities of enjoying her society and 
gaining her affections. 


“From me her young unsophisticated heart re¬ 
ceived the indetiole impression of first love, and 
I in turn became devoted to her. Our attach¬ 
ment was unsuspected by her parents, and in- 
deed was known to no one hut my sister, who, 
although she disapproved of it as imprudent and 
likely to end in disappointment, had yet too 
much sympathy with our happiness to throw any 
impediment in the way of our meetings, or de¬ 
prive us of the pleasure which we feu tn each 
other's society. 

“The time at length approached for my de¬ 
parture: we had our last meeting, and at that 
feast of tears I vowed eternal fidelity, and prom¬ 
ised that as soon as my services abroad shoeid 
entitle me to leave of absence, I would return, 
when, with improved prospects, I might solicit 
her hand with the reasonable hope of obtaining 
the consent of her parents. 

“1 took my departure with a heavy heart, and 
proceeded to London, where I embarked on 
hoard a vessel bound for Calcutta. We dropped 
down the river in the night, and having entered 
the Channel on the following day, bans away in 
the direction of the Land's End, and then stood 
out to sea. 

“The sun was setting in the west, aid gilding 

the green earth, then sinking in the deep; am 
oh! what a world of slumbering feelings and 

long-loot memories flashed back upon iiif lira 11 
as I beheld the ‘land of my birth si 
er's grave,' and the scene of my part joys and 
sorrows, which held all that was dear to me in 
life, waning over the waters hr 

as the phantom shores of the land of dreams! I 
watched it as it lessened along the deep to a dark 
line,—a speck that glimmered a while through 
the mist of tears which obscured my guae. 1 
dashed the dew from my eyelids ana looked 

again; but the vision was gone,— all go mSr .• 

might be forever. '1 shall never see these shores 
fade again with such a pang, and strange is it 
may seem, I grieve thereat So blessed a thing 
is youth, that we regret the loss even of its sor- 


“After a voyage of the average lengthy we 
reached our destination, where 1 was received 
and welcomed by my uncle in the most flattering 
manner, and entered with the fairest prospects 
upon oriental life. Yet still 1 was a stranger in 
a distant land, whose mode of life were foreign 
to my heart,—where day was a season of lan¬ 
guid repose, and eve, which at home was sacred 
to quiet walks and soothing contemplations, was 
the time of bustle and excitement Night alone 
was to me the time of enjoyment; for it wafted 
me away into the land of memory, and gave me 
back in vision the smites and sweet frees that 
were far away. 

“Would it had continued ever so! but by de¬ 
grees 1 began to mingle with and at length to 
relish the society among which my lot was cast 

“About this time it was my misfortune to be¬ 
come acquainted with a set of young men whose 
peculiar boast it was to be proof against the fas¬ 
cinations of woman, or as tney expressed it the 
cunning of the sex. Love, as it is felt in young 
and innocent hearts, was to them the inexhaus¬ 
tible theme of ridicule, and the existence of fe* 
mate virtue they considered entitled to the same 
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degreeef credit as that of the Phcsnix. Whttei 


were backed by a multitude of corroborate# 
facts and particular examples of d 
ratne, with which their own evil experience had 
supplied them, my mind insensibly but strongly 
imbibed the poison of their principles, of which 
the baneful effects soon became evident, and I 
began to repent of my rows to the fond, confid¬ 
inggirl who had giren me her heart. 

a rcr a considerable lime 1 had combated opin¬ 
ion which I saw, if generally received, must be 
utterly subversive or tbe social charities; but the 
fiend of suspicion once fairly roused, could not 
be bid, and shook, like an earthquake, the peace 
of my once unsuspecting heart. 

“Hitherto my correspondence with Emma 
ted been both frequent and regular; but now, 
although 1 still duly received her letters, my re¬ 
plies became gradually colder, then less punc¬ 
tual, and at last ceased altogether. She could 
bo longer misunderstand my meaning, and wrote 
net lift letter, seemingly calm and passionless; 
lor though my apoetacy was death to her young 
heart, yet the dignity and proper pride of a true 
woman concealed the wound. In that letter she 
absolved me from my engagement to her, wish- 
ed me every happiness through life, and bade me 
aii eternal farewell. 


"After our correspondence had finally ceased, 
1 heard nothing of her for a considerable time. 

a packet from my sister, 

who did not seem to be acquainted with what had 
happened, as her letter did not contain one up¬ 
braiding word ; yet it was written in a strain 

which cut me to the heart 

/"It informed me, that,'in consequencej she 

feared, of some secret sorrow, her amiable 

liall, Emma, had fallen into bad health and low 

•perils, ending in a brain fever, from which her 
recovery was imperfect,—that her intellects con¬ 
tinued ;iii a disordered state, and that die ap¬ 
peared to 1 ms rapidly sinking into a decline. 

“It was then for the first time that I felt the 
pangs of remorse; and it was by awakened feel¬ 
ing that my reason was enabled to detect the 
miserable sophistry by which it had been de¬ 
luded, and to be sensible of the absurdity of 
forming an estimate of all womankind from the 
conduct of some of the wont of the sex whom my 
companions might hare known in England or 
m India, in whose alliances the heart had no 
dure, and with whom wealth, even if coupled 
with age and disease, was preferred to every 
thing eke. I felt ashamed of myself for having 
been the dupe of fools, and longed to make re¬ 
tention to the girl whom I had so deeply wrong¬ 
ed, if H might net yet be too late* 

“For this purpose I was just aboqt to apply for 
jetra to return borne, when my unctedied, tear* 
ug me sote heir to hu fortune, which was con- 
dderable. 1 immediately resigned my situation 
is India, and embarked in a vessel about to sail 
if 

"Once more dfid I behold the cliffs of Albion 
to&r like a white wall over the sea; but they rose 
•pen my gaze with troubled emotions, for my 
wul was dark, and cast a shadow over ewr 


mens. Immediately upon landing, I set off for 
Scotland, and, leaving the coach a few mites 
ftan my native spot, took my solitary way to¬ 
wards ike glen that sheltered the dwelling of 
Immi, 

“The scene was still the same as when I last 
beheld it,—and yet how chanced ! The same, 
for its green hills, ‘aUlight and silence,* towered 
m heretofore into the sky, and over them the 
winter-storms of a thousand years bad shed their 
snows, and wreaked their fury in vain,—but 
changed; for where the smoke of an hundred 
hamlets rose curling in the calm, and where the 
milkmaid’s song was heard at morn and eve 
mingling with toe chorus of the woodsy—all was 
silent, save the whistle of the solitary shepherd, 
or the bleating of his flock on toe knely hul. It 
was spring-time, moreover, when I last looked 
upon my native vale, and the flower was in bud, 
and the woods were green, which had now fal¬ 
len into the ‘yellow leaf.’ 

“Upon approaching the dwelling of Emma, I 
became wild with emotion, and a nameless, un¬ 
defined foreboding of ill*—my heart beat as if it 
would leap from my breast, and by the time I 
reached toe bouse,! was almost overpowered by 
my feeling. The door was opened by a female 
servant; out I had no power of utterance. She 
desired me, however, to walk into the parlour. 
I knocked at the door, and a voice—which seem¬ 
ed the faint echo of one 1 had heard in other days 
—bade me come in. I entered in a state of 
breathless agitation, and my startled $ 
ed npon the faded form of my first love! 

“She was seated in a window, through which 

the crimson light of the evening sky shed a dy. 

ing glow uponner pate cheek, .and was gazing bn 
the setting sun and the falling leaf, m u reading 
her own doom in the book or nature. 

“As soon as I regained the power of utterance, 
I addressed her, l scarce know how, for 1 was 
bewildered with sorrow. But she answered dumb 
coldly and as a stranger. I then mentioned my 
name, and asked her if she had forgotten me ? 
She raised her beautiful eyes, ami—looking at 
me with a vague and abstracted gaze—replied, 
that she thought my name was not new to her, 
but the recollection of it was like that of a dr eam : 
‘Indeed,’ continued she, ‘I have been very un¬ 
well, and my memory begins to fail: but I will 
call my mother, and she will recollect you at 
once, tor she is not one of those who forget their 
old mends.’ 

“1 was struck with remorse as 1 gazed upon 
the ruin which my folly and wickedness bad 
wrought; while the kindness with which her un¬ 
suspecting mother received and welcomed me 
back, was like coals of fire heaped upon my 
bead. 

“My tale now draws towards a close. A 
bright hectic spot began to glow upon the cheek 
of Emma; and a fearful thins it is to see that 
fatal sign,—that blossom of toe grave lurking 
amid too smiles of hope, with which consump¬ 
tion flatters and deludes its victim. It is as u, 
while gazing on the face of beauty, we could dis¬ 
cover thr i the bright eye and blooming ekeek 
the ghastly frame-work which they veil, and 
could see toe naked skeleton grinning behind its 
raa.sk, in mockery of toe Took who adore.* 
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w At length fiffimv' died. Sbe winod w a 
shadow, and vanished Kke a noiseless dream* 
Had she lived to recognize and forgive me, it 
had been some consolation; bat she never once 
had a lucid interval, nor even for a moment 
awoke to a sense of her sorrow. I saw her laid 
in the grave, in the same churchyard, and be¬ 
neath the blighted tree where the old woman had 
foretold her death on the day 1 first beheld her. 

“Her father and mother were inconsolable,— 
the former has become dead to the world, and 
regardless of his affairs, which are rapidly fall¬ 
ing into confusion, and it does not seem likely 
that he will long survive her loss; and mv sister 
has now left that part of the country, which no 
longer holds any thing dear to me but the grave 
of Emma. 

M 1 shall pay a pilgrimage to it once more, and 
then seek such alleviation of my sufferings as 
time and distance can administer in some for¬ 
eign land.” 

Buch was the conclusion of Morris’s story. I 
mused upon it in silence, but answered not, for 
I had no consolation to bestow. 

BRIZE POEM. 

The following is the poem which obtained the prise 
of $50, offered by W. W. ClappL Esq. editor of the 
Boston Evening Gazette. It is from the pea of that 
accomplished writer, Miss Hannah F. Gould, of 

Newburyport, Mass. 

THE DEATH OF THE SAGAMORE. 

A IKfEffK OF Till! SEVRNTKKNTH CENTUEY. 

Thk Servant of God Sin 011 his way 
From Boston’s beautiful ebore; 

His boat skims light o’er the silvery bay. 

While theeleeptng waters awake and play. 

At the touch of the playful oar. 

The purpose that IH1» his soul is great 
As the soul of a mao can know; 

Vast as eternity, Strong as the gate 
The spirit must pass, to a changeless stale. 

And outer, to bliss or wo! 

His boat is fast; and over the sod 
Of a neighboring wood he hies. 

Through moor ana thicket his path is trod. 

As be hastens to speak of the living Goo 
in the ear of a man who dies! 

Where Rumney's* forest is high and dark, 

The Eagle lowers her wing, 

O'er him, who once had made her hie mark; 

For the Saoamobe, in his hut of bark, 

Is a perishing, powerless King. 

At the door of his wigwam hang the bow. 

The antler, and beaver-skin; 

While he, who bore them, is faint and low, 

Where death has given the fetal blow, 

And the Monarch expires within. 

The eye that glanced, and the Eagle fled 
Away, through her fields of air— 

The hand that drew, and the deer was dead— 

The hunter’s foot, and the chieftain’s head. 

And the conqueror's arm, are there! 

* For the character and the death-eccne of Wono. 


Bat each its powerful work has done! 

_ Its triumph at length is past; 

The final conflict is now begun, 

And. weeping, the mother hangs over her son* 
While the Baoaxoex breathes his last! 

The Queen of the Maseachusaetts grieves, 

That the life of her child must end! 

And that is a noble breast, that heaves. 

With the mortal pang, on the bed of leaves. 

Of the white man’s Indian Friend! 

The stately form, which is prostrate there, 

On the beet that are cold as snow, 

Has often seed, in the midnight air, 

A word to the Christian’s ear to bear. 

Of the plot of bis heathen foe! 

And oft, when roaming the wild alone, 

Thai generous heart would melt. 

At the touch of a ray of light, that shone. 

From the white man’s Goo, till, before his throne. 
Almost has the Indian knelt. 

Vet the fatal fear, the jear of man, 

That bringeth to man a snore, 

Has braced nis knee, as it just began 
To bend; and the dread of a heathen dan. 

Has stifled a Christian prayer. 

But now,like a flood, to his trembling heart. 

Has the fear of a Goo rushed in; 

And keener for, than the icy dart, 

That rends the flesh and spirit apaun, 
la the thought of his heathen aim. 

To the lonely spot where tie Chief reclines, 

. While the herald of love draws nigh. 

The Indian shrinks, as he marks the signs 
Of a soul at peace, and the light that shines, 
Alone from a Christian*; c m 


Wigwam on the ground anciently called Wimuimt 
and Rumney ManLbat now, divided between Chei. 
sea and Saugus, see Thatches’* Indian Biography. 


Alone from a Uhnstian's eye. 

“Alas!” he cries, in the stnume, deep tone 
Of one in the grasp of death, 

“No God have Bf I hat® lout my own! 

I go to the presence of thine alone. 

To scorch in his fieiy breath! 

The Spirit, who makes the skies so bright. 

With the prints of his shining feet; 

Who rolls the waters, kindles the light. 

Imprisons the winds, and gives them their flight- 
I tremble his eye to meet! 

“When.oh! if I openly had confessed. 

And followed and loved him here, 

1 now might fly to his arms for rest. 

As the weary bird to her downy nest. 

When the evening shades draw near. 

“But, grant me the one great boon 1 crave 
In a dread, and an awlul hour! 

When I shall have sunk in my forest gravey 
CL take my Boy to thy borne, and save 
That beautiful forest flower! 

“The God of thy people, the Holy One— 

And the path that shall reach the skies— 

Say! say that to these thou wilt lead my sen. 
That he may not second the race I’ve run. 

Nor die, m his father dies!” 

“As his father dies** with the breath that bore 
That sorrowful sound, has fled 
The soul of a king—for, the strife is o’er 
With spirit and flesh; and the Saqamoiuc 
I s numbered among the deed! 

But has he not, by his huh bequest. 

Like the penitent on the ties. 

The Saviour of dying man confessed; 

And found the promise to him addressed— 

“jfb day thtm sAo U be with men 
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n«m A* 8ttard«r ETMfait rat 
TfflE VKrtTXAH OOHBPIRACT. 

It wts a calm, delightful evening in summer, 
the day had been hot and sultry—but as it began 
to dose, the cod breezes from the Adriatic 


sprang up, but jost enough to wave the dags and 
streamers upon the vast crowd of vessels, that 
from all quarters of the known world, then 
frequented the bays of Venice. Hie sun was 
setting and seemed half embedded in the spark* 
liagwave, as he threw his last rays across the 
water, lighting them as well as the glorious 
sky* in one vast sheet of crimson and gold. It was 
asmemSd right, for too grand for the pen to de- 
acnbn* or the pencil to portray. So indeed 
ttaght Francesco di Lona, as, loaning against 
a comma of a ruined Pallaxzo, on the shore, 
with his inns folded on his breast he gazed 
orerthe calm Adriatic, upon the glorious golden 
arh, as it sank beneath the wave, leaving its 
c rimso n traces in the cloudless sky. 

Francesco di Loria was descended from a 
ttfefe, bat now decayed family, that had once 
vvifci Venice—and whose illustrious banner 
bad once floated over the battlements of the Pel¬ 
ham against whose shattered ruins be leaned, 
lour it was almost -treason to breathe the name 
•of I Lodi, in the streets of Venice, and wo to 
die wretch who chanced to murmur against 
the tyrannic sway with which the family of | 
Vatnarino, frith the despotic Doge NiccoIo,at 
their bead, governed Venice. But the measure 
of their crimes was full; and a mine was laid 
which at the slightest spark would crush with a 
tremendous exjlosion the whole race and family 
of ftnoob Valmarino to atoms. 

The tun had now set, and the Italian twilight 
wai fast stealing over land and sea. Francesco 
•warned leaning against the broken cohunn— 
thanking perhaps of the days of bapi _ 
that he had spent in theme halls, when he, now 
ut octfe, was sole heir to the vast possession. 
He miiiiiidl some time lost in thought, when a 
^.approaching, roused him from his reverie; 
finiiw nmnd ho saw the figure of a man stealing 
towards him, and knowing he was in a danger- 
flsutaation, he was about to retreat within the 
nmifkit the stranger quickening bis pace, ex- 
duawd aloud, “who goes there?" ‘‘Permit 
m to ask the same question, before I answer 
Sgoor," replied Francesco. 

“I care not who knows my name—’tin Marco 
fertocio” 

“ Marco Bertucio !"—exclaimed di Loria 
•toting,“my old friend, and am I so changed 
htiit even you cannot remember me?” 

*ln the fiend's name who are you?** said 
\ wco, approaching him. 

, u I fear not to trust you with my name; we 
, wen friends in our youthful days, arid I trust are 
1 am Di Loria." 

. Heaven be praisedsaid Bertucio embrac- 
■I him, “ but my mend, you certainly are 
jware of the danger you are in, by exposing your- 
jo near the city, surrounded by your roea.” 

, l knew it well—but adversity and hard- 
1* ltee led my heart against danger; I am 
perfectly at my ease. But Itow do the 
Ventiam tike then* mild and peaceable gover- 
now F* asked Di Loria in bitter scorn. 
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“ TAn them! there are thousands in the city, 
that, bad they a leader, would assemble and 
tear their Doge's heart from his body, for the 
most inveterate and deep rooted hatred prevails 
against the Valmarinos, and as I say—could 
there be found a firm ana resolute leader of an 
opposite faction, the bloody head of the Doge 
would soon be seen rolling down the Giant's 
Staircase." 

“ Marco—were I to trust you with a secret 
that concerns my life—would von be faithful." 
' By 8t Marco, my patron, I swear, that ne- 


“Nay*— a promise," said Francesco,“is all that 

is necessary." 

“That is freely given to my friend," said 

Marco. 

“ Know then, that I have at last formed hold 
designs for raising roy fallen fortunes. I have 
put myself at the head of a few friends, that 

are daily, and hourly increasing, for what 

purpose you may easily guess* as we all have 
sworn if God and St Mar* aids our cause, that 

the power of the Valmarino family shall be 

brought down. We meet nightly in the sub¬ 
terranean vaults of our old Pallazzo, and only 
wait till our numbers are strong enough to raise 
my decayed family from the obscurity and dis¬ 
grace into which it has fallen—and settle it upon 
the ruins of the now powerful Valmarino. Now 
my friend. I leave it at your option to Join tut or 
not—for 'tis a desperate undertaking* 

“And join you I will without delay—but ’twfll 
be scaroe worth the while, as I possess naught 
but my sword." 

“ And a courageous heart"—sail Di Loria. 

“It is danger only that can provt t 
Bertucio—“I once waa—but no mattter, my 
heart and hand wiH be joined to promote your 
just and virtuous cause, to deliver From the gripe 
of oppression, a proud and noble people. But 
the?ifbt has closed in, I must begone—where do 
you sleep to-nigbt?" 

“ Sleep! 1 sleep”— answered Di Loria— “ no 
no—not until Niccolo di Valmarino sleeps—in 

his tomb—but you see that tall white column— 
just visible amid the gloom, near it is a tomb—be 
there to night at the hour of eleven, strike thrice 
upon the iron door, and it will be opened, repeat 
this watchword, ‘ Venicqand Liberty,’ and amid 
the bones af my ancestors, deepin the earth, you 
will become ooe of our hand: uO then, farewell." 

“ Farewell.and may St- Mark bless you," said . 
Bertucio. and after Di Loria was out of hearing 
added, “ but if St Marco can save you now,you 
may bless him. Ah! simple, simple Francesco, 
thou knowest not what a viper thou hast in thy 
bosom ; it is laughable to think that 1, the head 
spy of the Doge, should so easily find these con¬ 
spirators haunts, and become a worthy member. 
Iwill instantly to the Doge, and inform him of 
it; and if I can secure these villains to night, my 
fortune is forever made." So saying, the trcach * 
erous Marco Bertucio departed. 

niccolo di Valmarino, the Doge of Venice, 
was walkiog with a slow and measured step, in 
a balcony of the palace, that over-looked one of 
the principal canals. The balcony communicat¬ 
ed with a large room, the private hall of andi- 
ence of the Doge, which was furnished in singu- 
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lar magnificence. On cfnnfridi 01 the apart¬ 
ment, was a row of slender marble cgIiihib*, sup¬ 
porting a carved cieliny, representing the firm¬ 
ament, while the floor was pared with marble. 
At the upper end of the room, which was hung 
with purple and black satin, was a. chair m 
throne, above which, in sombre majesty, appear¬ 
ed rampant^ the Winged Lion of £&. Mark At 
the extremity of the room, were large folding 
doors that, however, were seldom used, owing to 
a small door concealed by the hangings, and 
opening upon a back staircase, which better 
answered the purposes of the Doge and his emis¬ 
saries* 

Hie moon had now arisen above the towers of 
the Inquisition opposite, and the Doge was en¬ 
tering the apartment, when a sound below ar¬ 
rested his footsteps. Leaning over the balcony, 
he discovered a small gondola, with a single row¬ 
er, approach the stair that lea to the Pallazzo. 
It seemed as if the Doge expected this visiter, 
as he gave a signal to the rower, who immediate¬ 
ly advanced up the staircase, and in a short 
space of time, was standing unannounced in the 
bUL 

“ Ha! Marco, is it thee,” said the Doge* 

“ It is your servant, most illustrious Signor," 
answered Maroo Bertucio. 

44 Well, what wouldst thou—is there any more 
accusations in the Lion's mouth—or have the 
men of the Lagune rebelled ?" 

“ Something of more importance, Signer, of 
France sc o iiLoria!” 

“Saint Michael 1 what sayest thou?" said the 
Doge, starting. 

*1 have the means," answered Bertucio* M of 
entrapping him with his whole band this night* if 
your noble highness will give me fifty picked 

soldiers with their stout halberds." 

“HeUandforiei!" cried the Dege, 44 what do 
I bear, the last of Di Loria'srace in my power! 
Lodge 'them in the deep vaults of the holy tribu¬ 
nal,' and the wealth of the Indies, good Bertucio, 
shall be yours. Instantly to the captain of the 
guard and show him this signet—take a hundred 
soldiers with you—and if the conspirators, make 
any resistance, spare not one—out you know 
your business." M And shall remember the reward 
—good night, noble Signor;’*—and Marco Ber¬ 
tucio departed— 

> * * a * 

It was about the mid-hour of the night, and the 
bright moon silvered the many Christian ban¬ 
ners that floated in the cool and night breeze, 
high above the temples and towers of conquered 
Jerusalem. The streets were all silent, and de¬ 


ed of the lowest class of the peasantry— though 
he was, as appeared, a Christian. The gate was 
passed, and they were walking along the banks 
of the Kedron, before either of theta broke 
silence—at length the monk spoke. 

“Where is thy habitation.friend?" 'm enquir¬ 
ed. 44 You can see it, holy tether, that low white 
house about a quarter of a league up the brook, 
but craving your pardon, bad we not better walk 
taster—the man is near his end." 

44 ’Tis well, knowest thou his name?" 


“No, be does not wish it known; but he says 
he was formerly of Venice." 

“ Of Venice, cried the monk,holy St Mark, 
who can he be?" 

“ What disturbs your reverence so," said the 
peasant. 

“Nothing, nothing; I lived at Venice in my 
youth." said the monk, and added musingly, 
44 twenty bitter year* have gone by, since then; 
but twenty years of suffering has failed to wash 
out from my remembrance, the horrors of that 
night; betrayed by my dearest friend—Oh hea¬ 
ven!" 

44 Of what night do you speak, good father,” 
said the peasant 

“ Night!" said the monk starting, “ Ob, good 
friend, I sometimes think aloud, that is all, bal 
we have arrived. I suppose ?" 

“Even so, and may it please you sir, to enter 
my poor abode." 

So saying they entered the hovel, and in t 
corner of the only room the house afforded, was a 
wretched sight Upon a few tattered rags, lay 
the remnants of what once had been a man, but 
so emaciated by hunger and disease, that be 
looked more like a beast than a human being. 
His hair! grizzled more by care than by age. 
floated wildly around bis features; but the fire of 
his dark eye was unquenched. 

Hearing footsteps approach, he turned round, 
and seeing the monk, clasped his hands and 
shrieked as in agony. 

“ Holy father, I thought thou wouldest never 
have coma behold a vile sinner sufieru^ the 
torments or the damned—Oh for the love of God, 
pray for me—I cannot, the words would blast 
thine ear." 

“Compote thyself, my son, confess to me, and 
1 will pray thy Redeemer to have mercy on thy 
soul." 

The monk then requested the lei leave 

the room, and seating himself by the dying mao, 

m d him to proceed. 

“Holy father," began the man, “before ioy ■ 
eyes are closed forever, I will dbeeifully unbur¬ 
den my loaded conscience to they, and pour iato 
thy ear a tale of horror and of crime. I am a 

Venetian by birth, and ray name is-is— 

ob bow can I speak a name, never before stain¬ 
ed by crime, it is Bertucio!" 

“ In the fiend's name, tell me," said the monk 
starting wildly, “ are you Marco Bertucio?" 

“ Even so,’ f groaned the dying man, “ and hat 
my polluted tale reached even to Palestine—eh, 
'ds too much to bear." 

If an attentive observer had been there, be 
would have been surprised to have seen the 
death-like hue, that overspread the features of 
the monk, as he sunk on his knees beside Ber¬ 
tucio. In a few minutes, however, he was calm 
enough to bid the man proceed, who soon spoks 
as follows .* 

“ It was a beautiful evening, many years ago* 
that 1, prowling about the ruins of the P&llaiso 
di Loria, being a spy of the Doge Valmarino, 
chanced to see one, who, thinking I was bis 
friend, requested me to join a conspiracy agaimt 
the hated ruler of Venice. This man was Fran* 
cescodi Loria,who in the simplicity of his heart, 
even informed me where bis little handheld their 






